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ADVERTISEMENT. 



J- HIS Piece Jias very Justly been excluded from tht 
most correct editions of SJiakspeare, as not being his 
entire production, notwithstanding which, though it 
cannot boast the digmity of having been found in the 
bottom of an otid tronk, ii is respectjulfy submitted by 
the present editor, to the judicious reader whether the 
pen of that great writer is not discernible in many 
parts of it : particularly in the character of Marina ,• 
the interview between her and Pericles, in the fourth 
yict, and in -various postages in the solihqtty ? 
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DramatiB J^ev&onnt^ 



Men. 
Ahtiochv8, a Tyrant of Greece, 
Pericles, Prince of '^ytt, 
Hellicanus, ) 
EscANEs. ^'"»£«-ix«rTyre. 

Symonides, iCrR^^PentapoIis. 
CtEON, Governor ofT\iXKM&, 
Lysimachus, Governor ^Metaline. 
Cerimon, a Lord of "E^hesu^, 
Thaliard, Servant to Aniiw\ia9, 
Leonine, a Murtberer, Servant to Dionysia. 
GowfiR. 
Lorde, &c. 
Knigbts tilling in Honour of Thajsa. 

Women, 
Hesperides, Daughter of Antiochus. 
Dionysia, Wife to Cieon. 
Thaisa, Daughter to Symonides. 
Marina, Daughter to Pericles and Thaisa. 
Lychorida, Nurse to Marina. 
Philoten, Daughter to C\eon. 
Diana, a Goddess appearing to Pericles. 

Sailors, Pirates, Fishermen, and Messengers, 
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PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. 



j4CTL scene L 

Tbe City o/Antkcb. Enter GowER. 

G(nuer, 
To sing a song that old ^uUU snng^ 
From asbes anciint Gower is come^ 
Assuming man's ii^rmitifif ' 
To gladyowr ear, and please your eyts | 
It bath been sung at festivals. 
On Ember -e'vesy andbofy days* 
And lords and ladies in tbeir li<vef^ 
Have read it fir restorati*ves, 
*rbe furcbase is to make men glorious*. 
£t bonum quo antiquius^ eo melius« 
If you, born in tbese latter times, 
frben txiifs more ripe, accept my rbimes j 
And tbat to bear an old man sing. 
May to your ivisbes, pleasure bring j 
I life would fwisb, and tbat I might 
Waste it for you like iaper-Ugbt. 
B 
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PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. AS I. 

This Antioch, then^ Antiochus the greats 

imlt up this city for bis chief est seati 

^be fairest in all Syria. 

I tell you ijubat mine autbors say : 

Tbis king unto bim took a peer^ 

Who died, and left a female beir, 

So tucksome, blithe , and full efface^ 

As Hea^v^n bad lent her all his grace r 

With ivbom the father liking took. 

And her to incest didpro-voke. 

Bad child / tvorse father ! to entice bis ouun 

To evil, should he done by none : 

But custom, fwbat they did begin. 

Was nuith long use, counted no sin- 

The beauty of this sinful dame. 

Made many piinces thither frame, 

To seek her as a bed-fellow. 

In marriage pleasures, play- felkyw'y 

Which topre^vent, he made a laiv. 

To keep her stilly and men in anve. 

That whoso euk^d her for bis wife. 

His riddle told not, lost bis Ufe : 

So for her many a wight did die, 

As yon grim looks do testify. 

What ensues to the judgment of your eye, 

Igi've 7ny cause, ^who best can testify* [Exit. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



AB L VBRICLESy PEIHCB OP TTEI* 

SCENE IL 



*rbe Palace in Antidch. Enter Antiochus, Prince 
Pbricles, and Followers, 

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large re- 
cciv'd 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per, I have, Antiochus^ and with a soul emboki'n*d 
With the glory of her praise^ think death no hazard. 
In this enterprise. 

Ant» Musick, hriag in our daughter, clothed like a 
bride 
For cmbracements^ even of Jove himself; 
At whose conception, 'till Lucina reign'd. 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence. 
The senate-house x>f planets all did sit. 
To knit in her their best perfections* 

Hesperides enters. 

Per. See where she comes, apparelPd like the spring, 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every iwrtue gives renown to men* 
Her face the book of praises, whei*e is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever rackt, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild «»mpanion. 
You gods that made me man, and sway in love. 
That have inilam'd desire within my breast, 
Bij 
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S 9SRICLBS» 7KIVCB OF TTKB. .A8 1. 

To taste tbe fruit of yon celestial tree, 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps. 
As I am son and servant to your will, 
To compass such a boundless happiness* 

Ant. Prince Pericles, 

Fer. That would be son to great Antiochus. 

Ant, JBefbre thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch'd a 
For death like dragons here affright thee hard \ 
Her face, like Heav'n, cnticeth thee to view 
Her countless glory, whidi desert must gain: 
And which without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all the whole heap must dle« 
Yon sometimes famous princes like thyself 
Drawn by report, advent'rous by desire. 
Tell thee with speechless tongues, and semblance palc^ 
That without covering save yon field of stars. 
Here they stand martyrs, slain in cupid^s wars | 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist * 
From goipg on death's net, whom none resist. 

Fer» Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself. 
And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must i * 
For death remembered, should be like a mirror^ 
Who telb us, lilc's but breath, to trust in error s 
1*11 make my will then, and as sick men do. 
Who know the world, see Heav'n, but feeling woey 
Gripe ][iot at earthly joys, as erst they did* 
So I bequeath a happy peace to you 
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A3L PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. 9 

And all good men, as every prince shoold do, 

My riches to the earth {com whence they came ; 

Bat my unspotted fire of love to you. [^o Hesperides. 

Thus ready for the way of life or deaths 

I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus, 

Scorning advice. Read the conlusion then. 

Jnt. Which read and not expounded, 'tis deaeed 
As these before, so thou thyself shalt bleed. 

Hesp, Of all said yet, may thou jwrove prosperous! 
Of all said yet, I wish thee happiness f 

[Exit Hesperides. 

Per. Like a bold champion I assume the lists. 
Nor ask advice of any other thought. 
But fai^ulness, and courage. 

The Riddle. 

/ am no 'viper, yet I feed 
On mother" s flesh cwhich etid me breed t 
I sought a husband, in <wbich labour, 
I found that kindness in a father. 
He^s father, son, and husband mild^ 

mother, ^wife, and yet bis child. 
H01V they may be, and yet in two. 
As you luill li've resoli/e it you. 

Sharp physick is the last ! but, O you powersl 
That gives Heaven countless eyes to view mens* afts. 
Why could they not th«r siglits perpetually ? 
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it. 
Fair glass of light> I lov'd you, and could slill, 
Biij 
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^ r£KICLE9, PRINCE OF TYRE, AH /, 

Were not this glorious casket stor'd with ill. 
But I must tell you, now my thoughts revolt: 
For he's no man on whom perfe6tk>i» wait, . 
That knowing sin wkhin, will touch the gate : 
You^e a fair viol, an4 your sense the strings^ 
Who, fingerM to make man his lawful muaick, 
Wou'd draw Heaven down, and all the gods to hearken j 
But •being jdaid upon before your time. 
Hell only daiK:eth at so harsh a chime—* 
Good sooth, I care not for you. 

if«/. Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy lifei 
For that^s an article within our law. 
As dangerous as the rest : Your time's expired. 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

?er. Great king, 
Few love to hear the sins they love to a£b j 
*Twould braid yourself too near for me to tell it % 
Who hath a book of all that monarchs do. 
He's more secure to keep it shut than shewn : 
For vice repeated, is like the wandVing wind. 
Blows dust in others eyes, to spread itself; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear. 
The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear. 
To stop the air would hurt them, the blind mole casts 
Copt hills toward Heav'n, to tell the earth is throng'd 
By man's oppression, and the poor worm doth die for't. 
Kings are earth's Gods: In vice, their law's their w^l^ 
And if Jotvc stray, who dares say, Jove dodi ill? 
It is enongh, 3F0U know it ^ and 'tis fit> 
What being more known grows worsei to smotb^ it. 
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All love the womb that there being bred \ 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 

Ant. Heav'n that I had it j he hat found the meanings 
But I will gloze with him. Young prince of Tyre, 
Though by the tenoor of our strift edi&, 
Your exposition mis-interpretiog, 
We might proceed to cancel off your days } 
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree. 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise : 
Forty days longer we do respite you, 
If by which time our secret bie undone. 
This mercy shews, we'll joy in such a son : 
And until then, your entertain shall be 
Ai doth befit our honour, and your worth. \Exit^ 

Manei Perici.es ^^us. 
Fer» How courtesie would seem to cover sin. 
When what is done is like a hypocrite. 
The which is good in nothing but in sight. 
If it be true that I interpret false. 
Then were it certain you were not so bad. 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul : 
Where now you're both a father and a son, 
By your untimely claspings with your child, 
(Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father) 
And she an eater of her mother's flesh. 
By the defiling of her parents' bed, 
And both like serpents are, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 
Antiocby fiurewell : for witdom sees, those men 
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1% PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. AB l^ 

Blush not in a6tions blacker than the night. 

Will shew no course to keep them from the light : 

One sin, I know, another doth provoke \ 

Murder's as near to lust, as flame to smoke. 

Poison and treason are the hands of sin. 

Ay, and the targets to put off the shame : 

Then lest my life be croptto keep you dear. 

By flight I'll shun the danger which I fear. \ExiU 

Antiochus enters. 
Ant. He hath found the meaning. 
For which we mean to have his head: 
He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy. 
Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner; 
And therefore instantly this prince must die. 
And by his fall my honour must keep high. 
Who attends us here ? 

Thaliard enters. 

Thai. Doth yoiu* highness call ? 

Ant. Thaliard, you are of our chamber. 
And our mind partakes her private actions 
To your secrecy j and for your faithfulness 
We will advance you, Thaliard. 
Behold, here's poison, and here's gold; 
We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him.- 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why, 
Because we bid it : Say, is it done ? 

Tbal. My I-ord, 'tis done. 
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Mil. PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE, 15 

Messenger M/!^/. 

Ani. Enough* I«t your breath codl yonrself^ teH. 
ing your haste. 

Mes» My Lcnrd, prince Pericles is fled. 

AjO^ As thou wiit live, fly after; and as an arrow, 
shot from a well experient archer, hits the mark his 
eye doth level at, so do thou never return, unless ihou 
say, prince Pericles is dead. 

HiaL My lord, if I can get him within my pistol's 
length, I'll make him sure enough: So, farewell to your 
highness. \Exiu 

Ant, Thaliard, adieu, 'till Pericles be deadj 
My heart can lend no succour to my head. \Exit. 

SCENE IIL 



Tjre. Pericles, HfiLLiCANUs, iftter^ nvith gther 
Xiords. 

fer. Let none disturb us : 
Why should this change of thougli ts, 
The sad companion, duU-ey'd melancholy. 
By me so us'd, a guest as not an hour, 
hi the day's glorious walk or peaceful night. 
The tomb where grief should deep, can breed me quiet: 
Here pleasures' court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun 

them} 
And danger which I fear'd, is at Antioch, 
Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here. 
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14 PERICLES, PIUMCE OF TYR*. .AS^'l 

Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits^ 

Nor yet the other^s distance comfort me : 

Then it is thus, that passicMis of the mind. 

That have their first conception by mis^dread^ 

Have after-nourishment and life by ca^ ; 

And what was first by fear, what might be donej 

6rows elder now, and cares it be not done. 

And so 'tis with me. The great Andoehus, 

^Gainst whom I am too little to contend. 

Since he's so great, can make his will his a6t; 

Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence; 

^lor boots it me to say I honour him. 

If he suspe6l I may dishonour him. 

And what may make him blush in being known. 

He'll stop the course by which it might be known; 

With hostile forces he'll o'er-spread the land. 

And with the stintof war will look so huge. 

Amazement shall drive courage from the state | 

Our men be vanquish'd ere they do resist. 

And subje£bs punish'd, that ne'er thought' offence. 

Which care of them, not pity of myself. 

Who once no more but as the tops of trees. 

Which fence the roots they gi-ow by, and defend them. 

Make not my body pine, and soul to languish. 

And punish that before that he would punish. 

I Lord, Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast. 

a Lord. And keep your mind, 'till ye return to us. 
Peaceful and comfortable. 

Hell. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue. 
They do abuse the king that flatter him. 
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ABU FtRICLESy PRINCE OP TTRB. 15 

For flattery is Ae bellows blows up sin. 

The thing the which is flatterM, but a spark, 

To which that spark gives heart and stronger glowing^ . 

Whereas reproof obedient, and in order. 

Fits kings as they are men, for they may err : 

When signior Sooth here doth proclaim peace. 

He flatters yon, makes war upon your life* 

Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please, 

I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Fer^ All leave ns else : but let your cares oVrlook 
What shipping, and what lading^s in our haven. 
And then return to us. HelUcanus, thou hast 
Mov^d ns: what seest thou in our looks? 

HiU^ An angry brow, dread lord. 

Prr, If there be such a dart in princes' frowns. 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face ? 

HeU, How dare the planets look up unto Heaven, 
From whence they have their nourishment? 

fer. Thou know'st I have power to take thy life 
from thee. 

HeU. I have ground the ax myself. 
Do you but strike the blow 

?ir, Rise,pr'y thee rise; sit down; thou art no flatterer; 
I thank thee for it, and Heav*n forbid 
That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid. 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince. 
Who by thy wisdom makes a prince thy servant. 
What would'st thou have me do ? 

HeU, 1*0 bear with patience such griefs, 
As you yourself do lay upon yourself. 
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l6 PERICLES^ PRINCB OF TYREv 4B /# 

Per, Thou speak'stlike a physician, HellicaauSf 
That ministers a potion unto me 
That thou would'st tremble to receive thyself! 
Attend me then : I went to Antioch, 
Where, as th6u know'st, (against the face of death) 
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty. 
From whence an issue I might propagate. 
Are arms to princes, and bring joys to subjects. 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder. 
The rest (hark in thine ear) as black as incest. 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem'd not to strike, but smooth. But tJipu know^st 

this, 
*Tis time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss : 
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled. 
Under the covering of a careful night. 
Who seem'd my good proteftor j and being here. 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed, 
I knew him tyrannous, and tyrants' fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than the years 5 , 
And should he think, as no doubt he doth. 
That I should open to the listening air, 
How many worthy princes' blood were shed. 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope I 
To lop that doubt, he'll fill this land with arms. 
And make pretence ef wrong that I have do^e him. 
When all for mine, if I may call, offence. 
Must feel wars blow, who fears not innocence : 
Which love to all, for which thyself art one, 
Who now reprbved'st me for it-^ 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 




»ERICL£S| PRINCB OF TYKf. I7 

Hell. Alas 1 sir^ 

Per* JDrew sleep out of mj eyes, blood from snj^ 
cheeks. 
Musings into my mind, with a thousand doubts 
How I might stop their tempest ere it came i 
And finding little comfort to relieye them, 
I thought it princely charity to grieve for them. 

Hellm Well, my lord, since you have given me leave 
to speak. 
Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear. 
And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant. 
Who either by publick war, or prirate treason* 
Will take away your life. 
Therefore, my lord, go travel for a whilci 
Till that his rage and anger be forgot ; 
Or 'till the destinies do cBt the thread of his life : 
Your rule direct to any, if to me. 
Day serves not light more faithful, thaA I'll be. 
fir, I do not doubt thy fisuth. 

But should he wrong my liberties in my absence ? 
HtU, We'll mingle our bloods together in the eartb* 

From whence we had our being and our birth. 
fer. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and to Thariut 

Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee | 

And by. whose letters I'll dispose myself. 

The care I had and have of subjects good. 

On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it. 

rUtake thy word for faith, not sisk thine oath : 

Who shuns not to break one, will sure crack bodi* 

But in our orl^ we Utc so round and safe> 
C 
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I« FERICLES, FRINGE OF TYRE, if ^ /. 

That time of both this truth shall ne'er convince, 
Thou shewest a subjeft's shine, I a true prince. 

[^Exeunt. 

Thaliard enters solus, 

Tbal, So, this is Tyre, and this is the court; here 
must I kill king Pericles, and if I do not, I am sure to 
be hang'd at home; it is dangerous. Well, I perceive 
he was a wise fellow, and had good discretion, that be- 
ing bid to ask what he would of the king, desir'd he 
might know none of his secrets. Now do I see he had 
some reason for it : for if a king bid a man be a villain, 
he is bound by the indenture of his oath to be one. 

Hush I here comes the lords of Tyre. 

Hellicanus, E^canes enter, in^ttb other Lords ^ 
Tyre, 

Hell. You shall not need, my fellow-peers of Tyre, 
Further to question me of your king's depaituie. 
His seal'd commission left in trust with me. 
Doth speak sufficiently, he^s gone to travel. 

^bal. How, the king gone ? 

Hell. If further yet you will be satisfied. 
Why (as it were unlicens'd of your loves) 
He would depart ? I'll give some light unto you. 
Being at Antioch-^ 

'That. What from Antioch ? 

Hell, Ro3ral Antiochus (on what cause I know not J 
Took some displeasure at him, at least he judged so } 
And doubting that he had erred or sinned, 
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M L PERICLES^ PRINCE OP TTM, If 

To shew his sorrowy he would corre^ himaelfj 

So puts himself unto the shipman^s toil. 

With whom each minute threatens life or death. 

Ibal^ Well, I perceive I shall not be hang'd now^ 
although I would | but since he^s gone, the king^t 
seas must please : he ^sc^'d the land, to perish at the 
sea : I'll present myself. Peace to the lords of Tyrci 

HeU. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 

7hal. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles j 
But since my landing I have understood. 
Your lord hath betook himself to unknown travels^ 
My message must return from whence it came. 

Hell, We have ho reason to desire it^ 
Commended to our master^ not to us $ 
Yet ere you shall depart, this we desire. 
As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. [Eicewiti 

SCENE Fi * 



Cle^tCs Palace in Tbarsus. Cleon, the Governor of 
Tharsus, iMtb Diontsia, and others enter, 

Cle, My Dionysia, shall we rest us here. 
And by relating tales of others griefs. 
See if 'twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it j 
For who digs hills because tliey do aspire, 
Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher? 
my distressed lord, even such our griefs are. 
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Here they're but felt, and seen with mischiefs' eyes j 
But like to groves, being topt, they higher rise. 

Cle, O Dionysia, 
Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it? 
Or can conceal his hunger, till he famish ? 
Our tongues and sorrows do 8oun4 deep : 
Our woes into the air, our eyes to weep, 
Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim 
Themlouder* that if Heaven slumber, while 
Their creatures want, they may awake 
Their helpers to comfort them. 
1*11 then discourse our woes felt several years; 
Andy wanting breath to speak, help me with tears* 
Dk, I'll do my best, sir, 

CU. This Tharsus, o*er which Pve the government, 
A city, on whom plenty held full hand. 
For riches strew'd herself even in the streets, 
Whose towers bore heads so high, they kist the clouds. 

And strangers ne'er beheld, but wonderM at j 

Whose men and dames so jetted and adom'd. 

Like one another's glass to trim them by j 

Their tables were stor'd full, to glad the sight. 

And not so much to feed on, as delight; 

All poverty was scom'd, and pride so great. 

The name of help grew odious to repeat. 
Dto, Oh, 'tis true. 
Cle, But see what Heav'n can do by this our change : 

These mouths, who but of late, earth, sea, and air. 

Were all too little to content and please. 

Although they gave their creatures in abimdance, 
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As houses are dcfil'd for want of use. 
They are now starv'd for want of exercise ; 
Those palates, who, not yet to saver us younger^ 
Must have inventions to delight the taste. 
Would now he glad of bread, and beg for it $ 
These mothers who to nouzle up their babes. 
Thought nought too curious« are ready now. 
To eat those little darlings whom they lov*d } 
So sharp are hunger*s teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life* 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping. 
Here many sink, yet those which see them ^j 

Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 

Is not this true ? 

Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it« 
Cle, O let those cities that of plenty's cup. 

And her prosperities so largely taste. 

With their superfluous riots hear these tears : 

The misery of Tharsus may be theirs. 

A Lord enters. 
Lord. Where's the lord-governor ? 
Cle, Here, speak out thy sorrows, which thou bring'st 
In haste : for comfort is too far for us to expeft. 
Lord, We have descry'd, upon our neighbouring 
shore, 
A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle, I thought as much. 
One sorrow never comes but brings an heir. 
That may succeed as his inheritor ; . . ^ 

C iij 
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And so in ours : some neighbouring nation. 
Taking advantage of our misery, 
Hath stuft the hollow vessels with their pow'r. 
To beat us down, the which are down already. 
And make a conquest of unhappy me j 
Whereas no gloiy is got to overcome. 

Lord. That*s the least fear. 
For by the semblance of their flags displayed. 
They bring us peace, and come to us as favourers. 
Not as foes. 

Cle* Thou speak'st like hymns, untutored to repeat. 
Who makfs the fairest sbenu means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
What need we fear, tlie ground's the lowest. 
And we arc halfway there : 
Go tell their general we attend him here. 
To know for what he comes, and whence he comes. 
And what he craves, 

Lwd, I go, my lord. 

Cle. Welcome his peace, if he on peace consist j 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Pericles enters <witb Attendants. 
Per. Lord-governor, for so we hear you ar^. 
Let not our ships and number of our men 
Be like a beacon fir'd, to amaze your eyes j 
We've heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 
And seen the desolation of your streets $ 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears. 
But to reles^se them of their heavy load^ 

z 
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And these our ships, you happily may think 

As like the trojan horse was stuft within. 

With bloody veins expelling overthrow. 

Are stor'd with corn to make your needy bread, 

And give them life, whom hunger starvM half dead* 

Omnes, The gods of Greece protect you. 
And we'll pray for you. 

Per. Arise, I pray you arise j 
We do not look for reverence, but for love. 
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify. 
Or pay you with unthankfulness in aught. 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves, 
The curse of Heav'n and men succeed their evils t 
Till when> the which, I hope, shall ne'er be seen. 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per. Which welcome we'll accept. Feast here a while. 
Until our stars that frown, lend us a smile. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Ckon's Palace, Go w E R enters, 

Gower. 
Here have you seen a mighty Kingf 
His cbiU, J ivis, to incest bring 5 
A better prince, and benign lord, 
Tbat ivillpro've awful botb in deed and word. 
Be quiet then, as men ibould be, 
till be botb past neceaity « 
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I'll sbenvyou those in trcubles reign. 

Losing a mite, a mountain gain : 

The good in conversation. 

To ivbom Igi've my bemzon, 

Is still at Tharsus, tuber e each man 

Thinks all is ivrit be spoken can : 

And to remember lubat be doesy 

Build bis statue to make him glorious : 

But tidings to the contrary, 

Are brought fyour eyes, 'what needspetdt l. 

Dumb Show. 
lEnier at one door, Pericles talking imtb Cleon> all 
the Train imtb them. Enter at another door, a Gen- 
tleman ^witb a letter to Pericles ; Pericles shenvs the 
letter to Cleon, Pericles gives the Messenger a re- 
nvard, and ktnghts him.] 

lExit Pericles at one door, and Cleon at another i 

Good HeUcan that staid at home. 

Not to eat honey, like a drone, 

from others'" labours j for though he strive 

To Hllen bad, keep good alive : 

And to fulfil his princess desire, - 

Sav^d one of all that haps in Tyre : 

Hovj Thaliard came full bent ivitb sin. 

And had intent to murther him 5 

And that in Tharsus vuas not best. 

Longer for him to make his rest : 

He doing so, put forth to seas, 

Where <wben men bin, ihere^s seldom ease; 
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For now tbi imnd begins to bkw \ 
Tbunder abo^e^ and deeps beUyw^ 
Make sucb unqidetf tbat tbe ship 
Sbould bouse bim safe^ is 'wreck" d and splits 
And be 9 good prince ^ kaving off lost. 
By ivofves^Jrom coast to coast is toast | • 
AUperisben of man, of pelf 
Ni ottgbt escapen'dbut bimself\ 
''Jill fortune tir"d <untb doing bad, 
Jbre^w bim asbore to ^*v$ bim glaJtt 
Jnd bere be comes \ «wbai sball be next. 
Pardon old Cower, tbus long's tbe text. 

SCENE IL 

A Sea Beacb near Pentapolis. Pe ri c L e j enters, ba«ving 
been sbip-wreck'd* 

Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of Heav*n, 
Wind, rain, and thunder ! remember earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you x 
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you. 
Alas ! the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Washt me from shore to shore, and left my breath 
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death. 
Let it suffice the greatness of your powers. 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes j 
And having thrown him from your wat'ry gjrave. 
Here to havje death in peace, is all he'll crave. 
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Three Fishetrntn etOer. 
1 Fisb. What, to pelch ? 
X Fisb. Ha, come and brinfe away the nets. 
I Fisb, What patch breech, I say. 

3 Fisb. What say you, master ? 

I Fisb, Look how thou stirrest now; 
Come away, I'll fetch thee with a wannion. 

4 Fisb, Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor ratn 
That were cast awiiy before us, even now. 

I Fisb, Alas I . poor souls it griev'd my heart to hear 
What pitiful cries they made to us, to help them. 
When, well-a-day, we could scarcely help ourselves. 

3 Fisb, Nay, ^aid not I as much. 
When I saw the porpus how he bounc'd and tumbrd? 
They say, they are half^ fi^h, half flesh j 
A plague on tliem, they ne'er come but I look to be 

washt. 
Master, I marvel how the fishes live in the sea ? 

I Fisb, Why, as men do at land. 
The great ones eat up little ones : 
I can compare our rich misers, to nothing ^o fitly 
As to a whale ; he plays and tumbks^ 
Driving the poor fry before him. 
And at last devours them all at a mouthful; 
Such whales have I heard on a'th'land. 
Who never leave gaping, 'till they swallowed 
The whole parish, church, steeple, bells and all. 

Per, A pretty moral, 

3 Fisb, But, master, if I had been the sexton, 
I would have been that day in t{ie belfrey. 
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2 Fisb» Why, man ? 

3 Fisb, Because he should have swa]low*d me too : 
And when I had been in his belly, 

I would have kept such a jangling of the bells. 
That be should never have left. 
Till he cast bells, steeple,church, and parish up again. 
But if the good king Sjrmonides were of my mind^ 

Per. SymonidesI 

3 Fisb, We would purge the land of these drones. 
That rob the bee of her honey. 

Per, How from the finny subjeft of the sea 
These fishers tell the infirmities of men ; 
And from their watry empire recoUeft, 
All that may men approve, or men deteft. 
Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. 

1 Fisb. Honest, good fellow, what's that if it be a 
day fits you. 
Search out of the kalender, and no body look afler it ? 

Per. Y'may see the sea hath cast me upon your coast. 

X Fisb, What a drunken knave was the sea, 
To cast thee in our way ? 

Per* A man, whom both the waters and the wind. 
In that vast tennis-court, hath made the ball 
For them to play upon, intreats you pity him : 
He asks of you, that never us'd to beg. 

1 Fisb. No, friend, cannot you beg ? 
Hcrc*s them in our country of Greece, 

(vet more with begging, than we can do with working. 

2 Fisb. Canst thou catch any fishes then ? 
fer* I never praftis'd it. 

X 
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% Fisb, Nay, then thou wilt starve surer for hcre*a 
nothing to be got now-a*days, unless thou canst fish 
for't. 

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know j 
But what I am, want teaches me to think on ; 
A man throng'd up with cold, my veins are chill, 
An4 have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help 5 
Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead. 
For that I am a man, pray see me buried, 

I Fisb, Die, ko-tha, now Gods forbid | I have a 
gown here, come put it on, keep thee warm j now afore 
me a handsome fellow: come, thou shalt go home^ and 
we'll have flesh for all day, fish for fastbg days and 
more ; or puddings and flap-jacks, and thou shalt be 
welcome. 

Per, I thank you, sir. 

xFuh, Hark you, my friend, you said you could 
not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

a Fisb. But crave ? then I'll turn craver too, 
An,d so 1 shall 'scape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipt then ? 

a Fisb. Oh not all, my friend, not all $ for if all your 
beggars were whipt, I would wish no better office, than 
to be beadle. But master, I'll go draw the net. 

Per, How well this honest mirth becomes their 
labour I 

I Fish. Hark you^ sir^ do you know where you are ? 

Per. Not well. 
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I Fisb. I tell you, this is called Pentapolis, 
And our king, the good Symonides. 

Per, The good king Symonides, do you call him^ 

I fisb. Ay, sir, and he deserves to to be called, 
Porhis peaceable reign and good government. 

Per, He is a happy king) since he gains from 
His subje6b, the name of good, by his government. 
How far is his court distant fix>m this shore ? 

1 Fisb, Marry, sir, half a day*s journey 5 and Ptt 
tell you, be hath a fair daughter; and to-morrow is her 
birth-day; and there are princes and knights come from 
all parts of the wca-ld, to just and tourney fcx- her love* 

Per, Were my fortunes equal to my desires, 
I could wish to make one there. 

I Fisb, Ob, sir, things must be as they may ; and 
vrhat a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for hit 
wife*8 soul. 

ne fnvo Fishermen enter, dranving up a Net* 

1 Fisb, Help, master, help: here*s a fish hangs in the 
net, like a poor man*s right in the law, 'twill hardly 
come out. Habots on't, 'tis come at last, and 'tis 
mm'd to a rusty armour. 

Per*, An armour, friends! I pray you let me see it. 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all crosses. 
Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself: 
And though it was mine own, part of mine heritage. 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me. 
With this strict: charge, even as he left his life i 
D 
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« Keep It, wy Pericles, it hdth been a shield 
"^Twixt me and death ; and pointed to this brayae 5 
For that it sav'd me ; keep it in like necessity 5 
The which the gods proteft thee,fiarac may defend thcc.* 
It kept where I kept, I so dearly lov'd it, 
* rill the rough seas, that spares not any man, 
Took it in rage, though calm*d hath given't again : 
I thank thee for't, my shipwreck now's no ill. 
Since I have here my father's gift in's will. 

I Ftsh, What mean you, sir ? 

Ver, To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth: 
For it was sometime target to a king, 
I know, it by this mark \ he lovM tne dearly. 
And for his sake, I wish the having of it 5 
And that you'd guide me to your sovereign's court. 
Where with it I ntjay appear a gentleman 5 
And if that ever my low fortune's better, 
I'll pay your bounties ; 'till then, rest your debtor. 

I fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady ? 

?(r, I'll shew the virtue I have borne in anns. 

1 Fish, Why, take it, and the gods give thee good 
on*t, 

% Fish.' But hark you, my friend, Hwas we that 
made up this garment thro' the rough seams of the 
waters; there are certain condolements, certain vails ^ 
I hope, sir, if you thrive, you'll remember from whence 
you had them. 

Per. Believe it I will 5 
By your furtherance I am cloathM in steel. 
And, spight of all the rupture of the sea, 
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This Jewel holds his building on my arm| 

Unto thy value I will mount myself 

Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 

Shall make the gazer joy to see him tiead; 

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided of a pair of basest 

1 Fish. We*ll sure jirovidej thou shall haye 
My best gown to make thee a pair ; 
And I'll bring thee to the coUit myself) 

Per, Then honour be but ft goal to my will, 
This day I'll rise, or else add ill to ill. [Exeunt, 



SCENE III. 

M open Square near the Palace qf Pentapolis. Symo- 
KiDEB witb Attendants and IThaisa, enter, 

£u^« Are tlit knights ready to begin the triumph } 

I Lord, They are, n&y liege» and stay yoUr coming* 
To present themselves. 

Ka^, Return them, we are ready $ and our daughtir 
herej 
la honour of whose birth, these triumphs are> 
Sits here like beauty's child» whom nature gat, 
^or meii to see and, seeing^ wonder at, 

Tim, It pleascth you> my royal father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit's less. 

Gng, It's fit it should be so t for princes ara 
A model which Heaven makes of itself ; 
As jewels lose their glory, if ne^c^cd* 
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So princes tiieir rcaowns if not respcf^ed. 
*Tis now your honour^ daughter^ to entertain 
The labour of each knight> in his devi(:e. 

^bm. Which to preserve mine honour^ I'll perfomu 
[Tbejirst knight paues bi^ 

King, Who b ^e first that doth prefer himself? 

Thai, A knight of Sparta, my renowned f^theiv 
And the device he bears upon his shield. 
Is a black ^^thiop reaching at the sun} 
The word, Lux, tua <mta ntibL 

King. He loves you well, that holds his life of yoiu 

[Tb^ sicond km'gbf. 
Who is the second that presents himself? 

*nfa$, A prince of Macedon, my royal father. 
And the device he bears upon his shield. 
Is an arm'd knight, that's conquered by a lady. 
The motto thus in Spanish, Pue por dolcera cbi f$rforxa. 

iTbe tbird knght. 

King. And what's the third ? 

^at. The third of Antioch ; and his device 
A wreath of chivalry ; the word. Me Pontp^i provixi^ 
apex, [Tbefitfrtb knigbt^ 

King,. And what is the fourth ? 

Tbai. A burning torch turned upside down $ 
The word, ^ me aUty me extinguit. 

King, Which shews that beauty hath his power and 
will. 
Which can as wellenflame, as it can kill. 

ITbeJiftbhm^U. 

Tbai. The fifth an hand environed with clouds, 
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Holding out gold, that*s by the touch-stone try*d i 
The motto thus, Sic ifeSanda fides ^ 

[Th sixth knight, 

Gng. And what's the sixth and last, the which the 
fcnight himsfelf \n?ith siidi £l grafcefiil couitesie delirerM? 

Thai. He seems to be a stranger, bat his present is 
A withered branch, that's only green at top $ 
The motto. In bac spc *vi*vOi 

Gfig. A pretty moral : 
^rom the dejefled state wherein he is. 
He hopes, by you, hh fortunes yet may floilrisli. 

I LorJ, He had need mean better than his outwafdl 
shew 
Can any Way speak in Kis jusf coninieild i 
For, by his riisty outside, he appears 
To 'ave pra6Hs'd more the whipstock, than the lance« 

» LorJ, He well may be a stranger, for he comet 
To an honoured triumph j strangely fiirnish'd. 

3 Lord* And oh set purpose let his armoui' nitt 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 

Khtg. Opinion's but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outi^ard habit by thtf in Ward man^ 
But stay, the knights are coming. 
Wc will withdraw into the gallery; [ExetuH* 

[Great shouts, and all cry ^fte mean knight J 

The King and Knights enter from tilting* 
King, Knights, to say ybuVe welconie, W€r^ supftr-* 
flUous. 
To place upon the volume of your deeds^ 
Diij 
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As in a title page, your worth in annsy 
Were more than you expert or more thanks fit» 
. Since ev'ry worth in shew commends itself. 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes at a feasts 
You are princes, and my guests, 

Thai. But you, my Knight and guest^ 
To whom this wreath of vi&ory X give. 
And crown you king of this day's happiness. 
Per. 'Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit. 
King, Call it .by what you will, the day is yovirsj 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed. 
To make some good, but others to exceed. 
And you her labour^ scholar: conve, queen o^th" £cast. 
For, daughter, so you are, here take your place : 
]^4ajrshal the rest, as they deserve thy grace. 
Kmgbts. We are honourM much by good Symonides. 
King. Your presence glads our days ; honour we love. 
For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 
Marsb, Sir, yonder is your place. 
Per. Some other is more fit. 
I Knigbt. Contend not, sir, for we are gentlemea. 
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes, 
. Envy die great, nor do the low despise. 
Per. You are right courteous knights. 
King. Sit, sit, sit. 
By Jove, I wonder, that is king of tbojaghts. 
These cates resist me, he not thought upon. 

Tbai, By Juno, that is the queen of marriage. 
All viands that I eat do seem unsavory, 
Wishing him my meat \ sure he's a gallant gentleman. 
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IGu^. He's but a country geatlenum : has clone no 
more 
Than other knights have done | has Imiken a staftV 
Or SO; Ittitpass. 
nd^ To me he seems a diamond to glass. 
Frr. Yon king's to me like to my lather's pi^re. 
Which tells me in that glory once he wa9» 
And princes sat like stars about his throne. 
And he the sun, for th^i to jpeverence $ 
None that beheld him» but like lesser lights. 
Did veil their crowns to his supremacy j 
Where now his son, like a glow-worm in the n^h^ 
The which hath fire in darkness, none, in light j 
Whcrd>y I see that time's the king of men. 
For he's their parents, and he is their grave. 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
King, What are you merry, knights? 
Kmghts. Who can be other in this royal presence ? 
King, Here, with a cup that's stirr'd unto tlie brim. 
As you do love, fill to your mistress' lips. 
We drink this health to you. 
Kmgbts, We thank your grace. 
King. Yet panse a while. 
Yon knight doth sit too melancholy, 
As if tlie entertainment in our court 
Had not a shew might countervail his worth.. 
Note it not you, Thaisa ? 
^«. What is't to me, my father ? 
King. O, attend, my daughter; 
Princes, in this, should live like gods above, 
Whp iifBely give to everyone that come to honour them : 
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And princes, not doing so, are like to gnats, 
Which make a sound, but, kill'd, are wondred at: 
Therefore to make his entrance now more sweet. 
Here say we drink this standing bowl of Wine to him 4 

^bai, Alas, ray fathefj it befits not nts 
Unto a stranger knight to be to bold^ 
He may my proffer take for an offence^ 
Since m.en take wornenS' gifts for impudende. 
King. How ! do as I bid you, or youll move me elsd* 
nai. Now, by the gods, he could not please me 
better. lAside, 

King, And fdrthertrtore tell him, 
We desire to know of him, 
Of whence he is, his name and pareritag^. 

Thai, The king ray father, sir^ hath drurik to yo\i, 
Per, I thank hinl. 

Thai, Wishing it so mUch blood unto ydur life. 
Peri I thank both himi and you, arid pledge him 

freely. 
Thai. And further he desires to know of you, 
df whence you are, your name and parentage. 

Pef, A gentleman of Tyre, my name Pericles, 
My education been in arts and arms^ 
Who looking for adventures in the worlds 
Was by the rough seas' reft of ships and meni 
And after shipwreck, driv'n upon this shore. 

Thai, He thanks yourgracfej names himself Peficle*^ 
A gentleman of Tyre j who only by misfortune of the 

seas. 
Bereft of ships and men, cast on the shore. 
King. Now, by thie gods, I pity his misfortune^ 
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And will awake hira from his melancholy. 
Cbme, gentlemen, we »t too loi^ on trifles. 
And waste the time, which looks for other revels. 
£?*n in your armours, as you are addrest. 
Will very well become a soldier^s dance : 
I u-ill not have excuse, with saying that 
Load music is too har^ for ladies* heads, 
Sace they love inen in arms, as well as beds. 

[They datui* 
So, this was well ask'dj *twas well performed} 
Come, sir, here^s a lady that wants breathing too» 
And I have heard, you knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladies^ trip, 
And that their measures.are as excellent. 

fer. In those that {Nra^ise them, they are, my lord, 

£u^. O that's as much, as you would be denyM 
Of youF fair courtesies upclasp^ unclasp, [^beydamct. 
Thanks gentlemen, to all i all have done well. 
But you the best. Pages and lights, to condu^ 
These knights unto their seyera) lodgii^s. 
Yoi^rs, sir, we have giv'n order to be next our o^v^^ 

?er, I am at your grace's pleasure. 

King, Princes, it is too late to talk of love. 
And that's the mark I know you level at : 
Therefore each one betake him to his restj 
To^morro^, all for speeding do their best. 
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SCENE IT. 



^yte. KelliCauvs and Esc AUES enter. 

Hell, No, £scanes> know this of me, 
Antiochus from incest liv'd not free t > 
f'or which» the most high gods, not minding 
Longer to with-hold tiie vengeance that 
They had in store, due to his heinOus 
Capital offence, even in the height and pride 
Of all his glory, wlien he was seated in 
A chariot of an inestimable value, and his daughter 
With him, afire from heaven came and shrivei'd 
Up those bodies, even to loathing: for they so stunk 
That all those eyes ador'd them, ere their fdll» 
Scorn now their hand should give them buriali 

£sca. It was very strange. 

Hell, And yet but justice : 
For though this king Were great; 
His greatness was no guard to bar heavens' shafts 
But sin had his rewards 

£jca, 'Tis very true. 

Two or ibret Lords enter. . 
t Lord, See, not a man in private conference^ 
Or counsel, hath respe6t With him but he. 

I Lord, It shall no longer grieve without reproof* 
3 Lord, And cilrst be he that will not second it* 
I Lord, Follow me then : Lord Hellican a word* 
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HeU, With me ? and welcome; happy day, my lords. 

1 Lord, Know that our griefs are risen to the to^ 
And now, at length, they over-flow their banks. 

Hell. Your griefs, for what ? wrong not your prince 
you love. 

1 Lord, Wrong not yourself then, noble Hellican; 
But if the prince do live, let us salute him. 

Or know what ground's made happy by his breath : 
If in the world he live, we'll seek him out ; 
If in the grave he rest, we'll find him there. 
And be resolv"*d, be lives, to govern us j 
Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral. 
And leaves us to our free ele6Vion. 

2 Lord, Whose death indeed, the strongest In our 

censure. 
And knowing this kingdom is without a head. 
Like goodly buildings left without a roof. 
Soon fall to ruin : your noble self, 
That best knows how to rule, and how to reign. 
We thus submit, unto our sovereign. 

Gmn, Live, noble Hellican. 

Hell, Try honours' cause ; forbear your suffrages : 
If that you love prince Pericles, forbear : 
(Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where's hourly trouble, for a minute's ease.) 
A twelve month longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the absence of your king : 
If in which time expir'd he not return, 
I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this love, 
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Go search like nobles, like noble subje6):s» 

Aad in your 6eareh> spend your adrentiUDUs worthy 

Whom if you find, and win unto return> 

You shall, like Diamonds, sit about his crown. 

I Lord, To wisdom, he^s a fool that would not y ield| 
And since Lord Hellican enjoineth us. 
We with our travels will endeavour. 

Hell, Then you love us, we you, and we'll clasp hands; 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. 



SCENE r. 

• LI IL I I 

The Palace of SymoMes. The King enters reaSr^ 
a Letter at one doory and the Knights meet him, 

1 Knight, Good morrow to the good Symonides. 
King. Knights, from my daughter this I let you know, 

That for this twelve month, she'll not undertake 
A married life : her reason to her self is only known. 
Which yet from her by no means can I get. 

2 Knight, May we not get access to her, my lord ? 
King, Faith, by no means ; she hath so striftly 

Ty'd her to her chamber, that 'tis impossible ; 
One twelve moons more she'll wear Diana's livery s 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow'd. 
And on her virgin honour will not break. 

3 Knight. Lotli to bid farewell^ we take our leaves. 

lExeufrt. 

Digitized by LjOOQ iC 



King, So, they are well dispatched. 
KoW to mjr daughter's letter ; she tells me here. 
She'll wed the stranger knight, 
Or never more to view, nor day, nor light. 
'Tis well, mistress, your choice agrees with mine j 
I like that well 5 nay, how absolute she's in't. 
Not minding whether I dislike, or no. 
Well, I do commend her choice, and will no longer 
Have it be delay 'd ; Soft, here he comes : 
I must dissanble it. 

Perxcles enters* 

Per. All fortune to the good Symonides. 

iCmg. To you as much : sir, I am beholden to you, 
For your sweet musick this last night : 
I do protest, my ears were never fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace's pleasure to commend, 

Not ray desert. 

King, Sir, you are musick's master. 

Per, The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 

King, Let me ask you one thing. 
What do you think of my daughter, sir? 

Per, A most virtuous princess. 

King, And she's fair too, is she not ? 

Per, As a fair day in summer: wondrous fair. 
^ King, Sir, my daughter thinks very well of you j 
I so well, that you must be her master, 
And she will be your scholar ; therefore look to it. 
E 
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Per, I am unworthy to be her school-master. 

King, She thinks not so ; peruse this writing else. 

Per, What's here ? a letter, 
That she loves the knight of Tyre ? 
'Tis the king's subtilty to have my life : 
Oh seek not to entrap me, gracious lord, 
A stranger and distressed gentleman, 
That never aim'd so high to love your daughter. 
But bent all offices to honour her. 

King, Thou hasf bewitch'd my daughter j 
And thou art a villain. 

Per, By the gods. I have not ; 
Never did thought of mine levy offence ; 
Nor never did my a6lions yet comnience 
A deed might gain her love, or your displeasure. 

King, Traitor, thou liest. 

Per, Traitor! 

King, Ay, traitor. 

Per, Even in his throat, unless it be a king,.. 
(That calls me traitor, I return the lie 

King, Now, by the gods, I do applaud his courage. 

Per, My actions are as noble as my thoughts, 
That never relish'd of a base descent : 
I came unlo the court for honour's cause, 
And not to be a rebel to her state 5 
And he that otherwise accounts of me. 
This sword shall prove, he's honour's enemy. 

King, No! here comes my daughter, she can vpit. 
ness it. 
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Thai 5 A enters, 

Per, Then as you ^re kt virtuous, as fair, 
Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you ? 

7bm, Why, sir, if you had, who takes offence 
At that would make me glad > 

King, Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory ? 
I am glad of it with all my heart. [Aside, 

ril tame yon, I'll bring you in subjeftion. 
Will you, not having my consent, 
Bestow your love, and your afFe6tions, 
Upon a stranger ?— who, for ought I know, [Aside. 
May be, nor can I thittk the contrary. 
As great in blood as I myself?—— 
Therefore, hear you, mistress j either frame 
Your will to mine 5 and you, sir, hear you, 
Either be rurd by me, or I'll make you— 
Man and wife ; nay, come, your hands 
And lips must seal it too : And being join'dj 
ril thus your hopes destroy, and for further gnef> 
God give you joy. What, are ye both plcas'd ? 

Tbm, Yes, if you love me, sir. 

Per. Ev'n as my life, or blood, that fosters it. 

IGng, What, are you both agreed ? 

Amb, Yes, if it please your majesty. 

King, It pleaseth me so well, that I will see you wed* 



E ij n ^ 
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N(h-wy sleep slaked both the rout, 

No din but snoars about the bouse. 

Made louder by the o^er-fee beast, 

Oftbis most pompous marriage feast ; 

Tbe cat lAjitb eyne of burning coal, 

Ifonxj coucbesfrom tbe mouses bole ; 

And crickets sing at tbe o'ven's mouth. 

Are tbe blitberfor tbeir drotutb : 

Hymen batb brought tbe bride to bed, 

H^bence ber ajfeSion fairly sped, 

Sffe risetb pregnant j by attent, 

And time tbat is so briery spent. 

With your fine fancies quaintly each, 

Wbafs dumb in she^w, V II plain 'iwlb spe^<hf 

[Enter Pericles, and Symonides, at one door, with sit^ 
tendants; a Messenger meets them, kneels, and 
^ves Pericles a letter j Pericles shews it 3ymonides, 
the Lords kneel to him; then enter Thaisa with 
child, with Lychof ida, a nurse, the King shews her 
tlie letter, she rejoices : she and Periples t^ke leave 
of her father, and depart. 

By many a dearn, and pau^ul pear cb. 

Of Pericles, tbe careful searcb. 



* TKe present editor has taken the liberty of altering and 
(crossing, in a trifling degree, where he met with any ex- 
preiiion rather too mdecorous for the present taste. 
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By the four opposing coiguest 

If^bicb the nvorld together joyneSf 

Is made with all due diligence ^ 

That horse, and sail, and high expence. 

Can steed the quest ; at last from Tyre, 

Fame answering the most strange enquire. 

To tb* court of king Symomdes, 

Are letters brought, the tencur these. 

jintiocbus, and his daughter's dead. 

The men of Tyrus, on the bead 

Of Hellicanus nvould set on 

The crO'Zvn of Tyre j but be nviU none t 

The mutiny he there bastes /' oppress. 

Says to them, if king Pericles 

Comes not home in tiuice six moons. 

He, obedient to their dooms, 

If ill take the crorwn : the sum of this 

Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Irony shed the regions round. 

And every one nvitb claps can sound. 

Our heir apparent is a king ; 

Who dreamt? ivho thought of such a thing f 

Brief, be must hence depart to Tyre, 

His que^n ivith child, makes her desire, 

fThich ivbo shall cross, along to go j 

Omit 'we all their dole and luoe : 

Lycborida, her nurse she takes, 

And so to sea ; then 'vessel shakes 

On Neptune's billot; half the flood 

Half their keel cut ; but fortune, mo<v'df 
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Varies agairiy the grisly north 
Disgorges such a tempest forth y 
Thatf as a duck for life that Sues, 
So up and doiun the poor ship drives : 
The lady shrieks, and ivell a-near^ 
Doth fall in travail njui.h her fear : 
And ivhat ensues in this self storm f. 
Shall for itself itself perform: 
1 nil relate f a^ion may 
Conveniently the rest convey 5 
Which might not ivhat hy me is told, 
In your imagination hold; 
This stage, the ship, upon ivhose deck 
The sea tost Pericles appears to speak, 

SCENE FL 

The Ocean, Pericles enters on Shipboard,* 

Per. Thou God of this great vast, rebuke these surges 
Which wash both heav'n and hell j and thou that hast 
Upon tiie winds command, bind them in brass. 
Having caird them from the deep j O still 
Thy deafning dreadful thunders j daily quench 
Thy nimble sulphurous flashes : O how, Lychorida, 



♦ From this soliloquy, through the character of PericleSj 
the pen of our great Shakes| eaie, is surely, at times, very 
discernible, as it likewise is, (with *»ubmisiion be it ob- 
served!) i^ tbat ot Marina. 
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How does my queen ? then storm, venomously 
Wilt thou spit all thyself? the sesimaii^s whistle 
h a whisper in t^he ears of death, 
Unheard, Lychorida! Lucina, oh . ■ - j 
Divinest patroness, and my wife, gently 
To those that cry by ni;^ht, convey tby Deity 
Aboard our dancing boat » make swift the pang% 
Of my queen*s travels! Now, l^ychorida, 

LycKORiDA enters^ 

Lye. Here is a thing too young for such a place. 
Who, if it had conceit, would die, as I am like to do i 
Take in your arms ^his piec^ of your dead queen. 

Per, How? how, Lychorida? 

Lye, Patience, good sir, do i^ot assist the storm. 
Here's all that is left living of ouf que^i^ ^— 
A little daughter ; for the sake of it 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Fer, O you Gods ! 
Why do you make us love your goodly gifts. 
And snatch them straight away ? 
We here below, recal not what we give. 
And we therein may use honour with you. 

Lye, Patience, good sir, even for this charge. 

Per, Now mild may be thy life, 
For a more blustrous birth had never babe 5 
Quiet, and gentle, thy conditions, 
For tiiou art the rudeliest welcome to this world. 
That ever was prince's child 5 happy that follows, 
Thou hast as chiding a nativity, 
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As fire, sort water, earth, and heaven can makt 
To herald thee from the womb 5 
Ev^n at the first, thy loss is more than can 
Thy portage quit, with all thou canst find here : 
Now the good goda throw their best eyes upon it« 

Two S^lors enter, 

1 Saii, What courage, sir ? God save you* 

Pet; Courage enough, I do not fear tlie flaw. 
It hath done to me the worst t Yet for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh new sea-farer, 
I would it would be quiet. 

I Sail. Slack the bolins there $ thou wilt not| wilt 
thou, blow, and split thyself? 

1 SaiL But sea-room, and the biine, and cloudy 
billows kiss the moon, I care not. 

I SaiL Sir, your queen must over-board j 
The sea works high, the wind is loud. 
And will not lie till the ship be clearM of the dead. 

Per. That's your superstition. [observed, 

1 Sail. Pardon us, sir, with us at sea it still hath been 
And we are strong in eastern, therefore briefly yield her. 

Per. As you think meet : for she must o'er-board 
* Most wretched queen. [straight, 

Lye, Here she lies, sir. 

Per. A terrible child-bed hast thou had, my dear j 
No light, no fire j the unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly 5 nor have I time 
To bring thee hallow'd to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee scarcely coffin 'd, in oar. 
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Vfb&rc for a xaonumeqt upon thy boiW8« 
The air remaining lamps, the belchiiig wl^le» 
And humming water, must overwhelm thy cprpft 
Lying with simple shells ; Oh, Lyiphpirida, 
Bid Nestor bring me spif^e^, ink* aod paper, 
Mj casket, and my jewels, and bid, NicaJKkr 
Bring me the satin coffin : lay the babe 
Upon the pillow ; hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewel to her :-»suddenly, woman. 

» Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the batches, 
Caulk'd and bitum'd ready. 

Per. I thank thee : Mariner, say, what co^t is thi$ ? 

% Sail. We are near Th^sus. 

Per^ Thither, gentle mariner. 
Alter thy course for Tyre : when canst thou rea^h it? 

zSail. By break of day, if tUe wind cease* 

Per. O make for Tharsus, 
There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus 5 there lUl leave it 
At careful nursing : go thy ways, good mariner. 
rU bring the body presently. lExfunt^ 

SCENE VIL 



tarsus. Lord Cerymon enters with a Seri/ant* 
Cer, Philemon, oh I 

PHitEMON efitfrs. 

Phil. Doth my lord call ? 
Cer. Get fire and meat for th^se poor rt^tn^ 
|t hath been a turbulent, and stormy night. 
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Ser. I have been in many \ but such a night ad this. 
Till now, I ne'er cndurM. 

C«*. Your master will be dead ett you return. 
There's nothing can be ministered to nature^ 
That can reqover bira : give this to th' pothecaiyk 
And tell tne how it worksv 

^"wo Gentlemen etaet. 

1 Geut. Good morrow. 

% Gent^ Good morrow to your lordships 

Cer, Gentlemen, why do you stir so early > 

X Gent, Sir, our lodging, standing bleak upon the sea^ 
Shook as if the earth did quake : 
The very principles did seem to rend, and all to topple : 
Pure surprise, and fear made me to leave the house. 

z Genu That is the cause we trouble you so early, 
•Tis not our husbandry. 

Cer. O you say well. 

X Genu But I much marvel that your lordship. 
Having rich attire about you, should at these early hours 
. Shake off the golden slumber of repose ; tis most strange^ 
Nature should be so conversant with pain. 
Being thereto not compelled. 

Cer. I hold it ever virtue and cunning. 
Were endowments greater than nobleness and riches. 
Careless heirs may the two latter darken and expend} 
But immortality attends the former. 
Making a man a god t 
*Tis known, I ever have studied physick. 
Through which secret art, by turning o'er authority^ 
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I have together with my practice^ made faouliap: 

To me» and to my aid, the best infusions that dwell 

In vegetivesy in metals, stones \ and can speak of the 

Disturbances that nature works, and of her cures ^ 

Which doth give me more content. 

In course of tru^ delight, 

Thai^ to be thirsty after tottering honour^ 

Or tie my pleasure up in silken bags. 

To please the fool and death. 

* Gent. Your honour hath, througlb Ephesus, 
PourM forth your chanty, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures j who by you have been restored j 
And not yom* knowledge, your personal pain. 
But even your purse still open, hath built lord Cerymon 
Such strong renown, as never sliall decay : 

T<u;^, or three enter ^ %vitb a Cbe^t. 

Ser. So, lift there. 

Cer. What's that ? 

Her, Sir, even now did the sea toss up upon our shore 
This chest ; 'tis of some wrack. 

Ser, Set it down, let us look upon it. 

» Gent, 'Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer, What e'er it be, 'tis wondrous heavy ; 
Wrench it open straight : 
If the sea's stomach beo'er-charg'd with gold, 
*Tis a good constraint of fortune it belches upon us. 

a Gent. 'Tis so, my lord. 

Cer, How close 'tis caulk'd^ luid bitum'd ! did the 
sta cast it up ? 
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Ser, I never saw so huge a billcyw, ^, sis tost it 
upon shore. 

€er. Wrench it open 5 it smdis mdst sweetly in my 
sense* 

a Gent. A delicate odotfn 

Cer. As ever hit my nostril 5 so, up with 'it. 
Oh you most potent gods f what^^s here, a coatrse ? 

1 Genti Most strange^ 

Cer, Shrowcle4 in cloath of state, balm'd and en- 
treasured 
With full bags of spices, a passport to Apttllo. 
Perfeft me in the charafters. 

Here Igi^e to understafid, 

Jfe^er this coffin drkfe a-landy 

J King Pericles ba've lost 

This queen, <wortb ail our mundane cost t 

Who finds beTy gi've her burying^ 

She luas the daughter of a king. 

Besides this treasure for afee^ 

The gods requite his charity. 
If thou livest, Pericles, thou hast a heart 
That even cracks for wo ; this chanc'd to-night? ^ 

2 Gent, Most likely, sir. 
Cer, Niay, certainly to-nigbt. 

For look how fresh she looks I 

They were too rough, that threw her in the sea. 

Make a fire within, fetch hither all my boxes in my 

closet. 
Death may usurp on nature many hours, 
And yet the fire of life kindle again the o'er-prest spirits* 
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i heard of an Egyptian that had niiHe hours b«en deady 
Who was by good appliance recovered^ 

One nxitb NapioHs Mtd Fire enters* 
Well said, well said, the fire and doaths \ 
The rough and woful musick that wc have. 
Cause it to sound I beseeeh you: - 
The vial once more j how thou $tirre»t, thou block I 
The musick there ; I piay you give her air j 
Gentlemen, this queen willliire, 
Natiire awakes a warm breath out of her ; 
She hath not been entrancM above five hours. 
See how she' gins to blow into life's flower again. 

1 Gent. The heav'ns, through you, cncreaseour won- 
And sets up your fame for ever. 1,^^"^% 

Or. She is alive, behold her eye-lids. 
Cases to those heavenly jewels which Pericles hath lost^ 
Begin to pait their fringes of bright gold ; 
The diamonds of a most praised water do appear. 
To make the world twice rich ; live, and mal^e us weep 
To hear your fate, fair creature, rare as you seem to be. 

\She mo<ves. 

Thai, O dear Diana, where am I ? where's my lord ? 
What world is this ? 

2 Gent. Is not this strange f 
I Gent. Most rare. 

Cer, Husb> my gentle neighbours ; lend me yourhandsj 
To the next chamber bear her ; get linen ; 
Now this matter must be look'd to, for the relapse 
Is mortal : come, come, and, Esculapius, guide us. 

[Exeunt, carrying her ipway, 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 



TEViiCLEsentersatTbarsusy'witbCLEOH^nJDioiiYSiA 

Most honourM ClfiQH, I nvusX needs be gone. 
My twelve months are expir'd, and Tyre stands 
In a peace 5 you and your lady take from my heart 
All thankfulness. The gods make up the rest upon you 

Cie. Your shakes of fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally je yet glance full wondrL^gly on us. 

Diott, O your sweet queen 1 
Xiiat the stridt fates had pleased you'd brought hei 
Xo have blest mine eyes with her I [hitheri 

Per. We cannot but obey the powVs above us j 
Could I rage, and roar, as doth the sea she hes in. 
Yet the end must be as 'tis : my gentle babe, Marinaj 
Whom, for she was born at sea, I have named so. 
Here, I charge your charity withal 5 leaving her 
The infant of your care, beseeching you to give her 
Princely training, that she may be mannered as she U 

Cle. Fearnot, my lady, but thmk your grace [born. 
That fed my country with your com, for which 
The people's prayers daily fall upon you, must, in your 

child, 
Be thought on 5 if neglcft should therein make me vile, 
The common body that's by you relieved, 
Would force me to my duty j but if to that 
My nature need a spur, the gods revenge it 
Upon me, and mine, to the end of generatipn. 
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Per. I believe you j your bonouTy and your goodness 
Teach me to't without yoiu* vows : till she be married. 
Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour. 
All unsisterM shall tliis heir of mine remain, < 

Though I shew will in't ^ so I take my leave s 
Good madam, make me bless'd, in your care 
In bringing up vay child. 

Dion. I've one myself, who shall not be more dear* 
To my respeft, than yours, my lord. 

Fer, Madam, my thanks and pi-ayers. 

Cle. We'll bring your grace to the edge of the shore 5 
then give you up. to the masked Neptune, and the 
gentlest winds of heaven. 

Per. I will embrace yoiu-oifer. Come, dearest madam : 
O, no tears, Lychorida, no tears; look to . your little 
mistress, on whose grace you may depend hereafters 
Come, my lord, [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 



Tbarsus. Cerymon andTnwsK enter* 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels. 
Lay with you in your coffer. 
Which are at your command : know you the charadler ? 

Thai. It is my lord's ; that I was ship'd at sea, 
I well remember, ev'n on my eaning time 5 
But whether there delivered, by the holy gods, 
I cannot lightly say; but since king Pericles, 
My wedded lord, I ne'er shall see again, 
Fij 
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A vestal livery will I take me to« 
And never more have \cff. 

Cer. Madtmy if this yon purpose as you speaky 
Plana's temple is not distant far, 
Where you may abide till your date expire j 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompeiice is thanks, that^s alt ; 
Yet ray good will is great, though t}ie gift small* 

GowBR pitiru 
Gow. Jma^ Pericles arrtv^d at Tyre^ 
WelconCdy and settled to his onm desire j 
His ivofu! qufen <iv^ lea^e at Epbesus, 
Unto Diana, there a votaress, 
ffow to Mariffa bend your mind, 
Whom our fast -groTving scene must find 
At Tharsus ; and by Cleon trained 
Inmusick, fetters 'j who hath gain* d 
Of edu:ation all the grace. 
Which makes high both the art andflac^ 
Of general 'wonder j but alack, 
That mooter e7i--jy^ oft the twrack 
Of earned ^ raise, Marina's life 
Seeks to take off, by tre 'son's knife » 
And in this kind our Cleon hath 
Qne daughter, and a full-gro^wn ivench^ 
Enjen ri^.efor ?narriage sight : this maiif 
ffighf Philotfn : and it ts said 
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For certain, in our story, she 
Would e'uer nvitb Marina be» 
Be*t njoben tbey 'weav'd tbe skdded sUk, 
ITitb fingers long, small, white ms milk\ 
Or ivben sbe imuld, imtb sbarf needle *tmund- 
Tbe eambrick, ivbicb sbe made more sound 
.By burting it 5 or nvben to tbe lute 
Sbe sung, and made tbe nigbt-bed mute, 
Tbat still records nvitbin one 5 or nvben 
Sbe would ivitb ricb and constant pen, 
rail to her mistress Dion 5 still 
TbisPbiloten contends in skill 
^iib absolute Marina t so 
Tbe dove ofPapbos migbt, witb tbe crow, 
Viefeatbers wbite, Marina gets 
All praises wbicb are paid as debts. 
And not as gi*ven j tbis so darks 
Jn Pbiloten all graceful marks, 
Tbat Cleon's wfe witb en*vy rare, 
A present murderer does prepare 
Tor good Marina, tbat ber daugbter 
Migbt stand peerless by this slaughter. 
The sooner ber 'vile thoughts to stead, 
Lycborida, our nurse is dead^ 
And cursed Dionysia bath 
Tbe pregnant instrument ofwratb, 
Pr est for tbis bloiv; the unborn event 
I do commend to your content. 
Only I carried ^winged time 
Post, on the lame feet of my rhime, 
Fiij 
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Which never could I j** convey ^ 

Unless your thoughts nvent on my ivay, 

pionysia doth appear ^ 

IVitb Leomn^ a murderer. [Eidt. 

.- • ' * " ' i !■■! ■ I III. LI ' t i J t * 

SICENE III. 

y ■ ■■ ■ *• 

4 Wood. D;ONTSiA and Leonine entfr. 

Dion. Thy qath remember, thou hast swora to do it'| 
*Tis but a blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing in the world so soon. 
To yield thee so much profit ; let not conscience. 
Which is but cold, enflaming thy love bosom, 
Enflame too nicely ; nor let pity, which 
Even women haye cast otf, melt thee j 
But be a soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. I will do' t, -but yet she is a goodly creature. 

Dion. The fitter then the gods should have her. 
Here she comes weeping for her only mistress death i 
Thou art resolved ? 

Leon. I am rcsolvM. 

♦Marina enters ivitb a Basket of Flowers. 
Mar, No: I will rob gay Tellusother weed. 
To strew thy grave with fiowers : the yellows, blues. 
The purple violets, aiid marigolds. 
Shall as the carpet hang upon thy grave, 

♦ Marina's discourse in this scene has surely some seia* 
btance of Shakespeare's styl«. * 
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While summer days do last. Ay me^ poor imid. 
Bom in a tempest, when my mother dy'd ! 
This world to me is like a lasting storm» 
Hurrying roe from my friends* 

Vim, How now, Marina ? why de*ye weep atone ? 
How chance my daughter is not with you ? 
Po not consume your blood with sorrowing : 
You have a nurse of me. Lord ! your favour's 
Changed, with this unprofitable woe : 
Come give me your flowers, e'er the sea mar it. 
Walk with Leonine, the air is quick there. 
And it pierces, and sharpens, the stomach : 
Come, Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar, No, I pray you, 
I'll not bereave ^ou of your servant. 

Dion, Come, come j 
I love tlie king your father, and yourself. 
With more than foreign heart j we every day 
Expe6t him here, when he shall come and find 
Our paragon, to all reports thus blasted. 
He will repent the breadth of his great vo3ragc. 
Blame both my lord, and me, that we have taken 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you. 
Walk, and be chearful once again ; reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old, Caic not for me j 
1 can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go 5 
But yet I have no desiie to it. 

DiQu* Come, come, I know 'tis good foir ^foa 1 
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Walk half an hour. Leonine, at the leasts 
Remember what I have said. 

Leon* I warrant you> madam. 

Dion. I'll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while j 
Pray walk softly* do not heat your blood : 
What, I must have a care of you. [Exiti 

Mar* My thanks, sweet madam. Is the wind west J 
crly that blows ? 

Leon, South-west. 

Mar» When I was born, the wind was north. 

Leon. Was't so ? 

Mar. My father, as nurse saith, did never fear. 
But cried, good seamen, to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands^ 

Haling the ropes, and clasping to the mast, 
EndurM a sea that almost burst the deck. 

Leon. When was this ? 

Mar. When I was born : 
Never were waves, nor wind more violent. 
And from the ladder-tackle, washes off 
A canvas climber : ha, saith one, wilt out f 
And with a di-opping industiy they skip 
From stem to stern : 

The boatswain whistles, and the master calls 
And trebles their confusion . 

Leon. Come, say your prayers. 

Mar. What mean you? 

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer, 
I grant it : pray j but be not tedious. 
For the gods are quick of ear. 
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And I am sworn to do my work with haste. 

Mar, Why will you kiU me ? 

Leon. To satify my lady. 

Mar. Why would she have me kifl'd now ? as I can 
Remembery by my troth> I ne*er did hart her 
In ail my life> J never spake bad word» 
Nor did ill turn to any living creature } 
Believe me now, I never killed a movset 
Nor hurt a fly. I trod upon a worm once. 
Against my will ; but I wept for it. How have I ofFended, 
Wherein my death might yield her any pix^» 
Or my life imply her any danger ? 

Lhm* My commission 
Js not to reason of the deed, but do it* 

Mar. You will not do*t for all the world, I hope t 
You are well-fevour'd, and your looks fore-shew 
You have a very gentle heart. I saw you lately. 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 
Good sooth, it shewed well in you, do so now. 
Your lady seeks my life, come you between. 
And save poor me the weaker. 

Li9n. I am sworn, and will dispatch* 

Pirates enter. 
I Pirat. Hold, villain. 
% Pirat. A pxizel a prize! 

3 Pirat. Half part, mates, half part. Come let'j 
bave her aboard suddenly* {^Exeunt. 

Leonine enters. 
Leon. These roguing thieves serve the great pirate 
Apd they have ^ized M^inaj let her go ; [V^dcst 
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There's no hope she will return i I'll svvear she's dead. 
And throvm into the sea 5 ^Exit, 

Pander, Bovlt, ajtdBAVfD, enter^ 

Pand, Boult. 

Boult, Sir. 

Pand. Search tiie market narrowly 5 Mctaline is full 
of gallants ; we lost too much money this mart, by 
being too wenchles3. 

Banvd, We were never so much out of creatures ; we 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than 
they can do. 

Pand* Therefore let's have fresh ones, whate'er we 
pay for them 5 if there be not a conscience to be us'd 
in every trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bawd^ Thou say'st true. 

Boult. But shall I search the market } lExk, 

Bawd. What else, man ? 

Boult. rilgo. 

Pand. Three, or four thousand chickens were as 
pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so give over. 

Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you ? Is it a shame 
to get, when we are old ? 

PMid. Oh, our credit comes not in like the commo- 
dity, nor the commodity wages not with the danger; 
therefore, if in our youths we could pick up some 
pretty estate, 'twere not amiss to keep our door hatch'd j 
besides the sore terms we stand upon with the gods, 
will be strong with us for giving o'er. 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 
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Pond. As well as we, ay, and better too » we offend 
worse } neither is our profession any trade, it's no 
calling j but here comes Boalt. 

BouLT ixjitb Pirates, and Marina, enter. 

Boult. Come your ways, my masters. 

Boult, Master, I have gone thjough for this piece 
you see ; if you like her, so } if not, I have lost my 
earnest. 

BanuJ. Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Botdt. She has a good face, speaks well, and hath, 
excellent good cloaths : there's no farther necessity of 
qualities can make her be refused. 

Baiud. What's her price, Boult ? 

Botdt. I cannot be baited one doit of a thousand pieces. 

Pond, Well, follow me, my masters, you shall have 
your money presently : wife, take her in, instruct her 
what she has to do, that she may not be raw in her 
entertainment. 

Baivd. Boult, take you the marks of her, the colour 
of her hair, complexion, height, and age j he that will 
give most shall have her first. Get this done as I com^ 
mand you. 

B9ult. Performance shall follow. [Exit. 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine, was so slack, so slow ; 
He should have struck, not spoke } 
Or that these pirates, not enough barbarous, 
Had o'er-board thrown me, fort o seek my mother ! 

Baivd, Why weep you, pretty one ? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Ba^d. Gome, the gods have done their part in you. 
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Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd. You are light into my hands^ where you are 
like to live. 

Mar. The more's my fault to *&cape his hands. 
Where I was like to die* 

Bawd. Ayy and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Ye8> indeed shall you^ and see gentlemen-of 
all fashions. You shall fare well 5 you shall have the 
difference of all complexions : what, d'ye stop your ears ? 

Mar. Are you a woman ? 

Bawd. What would you have me to be, if I be not 
a woman ? 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Banxjd. Marry wh^ thee, gosling : I think I shall 
have something to do with you. Come, y'are a young 
foolish sapling, and must be bowed as I would have ye. 

Mar. The gods defend me. 

Bawd. If it please the gods defend you by men, 
then men must comfort you, men must feed you: 
Boult's returned. 

BouLT enters. 

Now, sir, hast thou cry'd her through the marlcet ? 

Boult. I have cry'd her almost to the number of her 
hairs. I have drawn her pi6ture with my voice. 

Bawd. And pr'ythee tell me, how dost thou find the 
inclination of the people, especially of the younger sort \ 

Boult. Faith, they listened to me, ^ they would have 
hearkened to their father's testament. There was a 
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Spaniard's mouth so watered^ that he went to bed to 
her very description. 

Bawd, We shall have him here to-morrow with his 
best ruff on. 

Btmlt. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do you 
know the French knight that cowers i'th' hams ? 

Bawd, Who, monsieur VeroUus ? 

Boult, Ay, he offered to cut a caper at the proclama- 
tion, but he made a groan at it) and swore he would 
see her to-morrow. 

Banvd, Well, well, as for him> he brought his dis- 
ease hither^ here he doth but repair it. I know he 
will come in our shadow, to scatter his crowns in the sun. 

Boult, Well> if we had of ev^ry nation a traveller, wc 
should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd, Pray you, come hither a while, you have 
fortunes coming upon you 5 mark me, you must seem 
to do that fearfully, which you commit willingly ; des- 
pr$e profit, where you have^ most gain i to weep that 
you live as you do, makes pity in your loyers ; but 
that pity begets you a good opinion, and that opinion 
a mere profit. 

Mar, I understand you not. 

Bou/t. O take her home, mistress, take her home j 
these blushes of hers must be quench'd. 

Baivd. Thou sayest true, i'faith, so they must. 

BouU, But, mistress, ii I haver bargainM for the 
joint — 

Bawd, Thou may 'it cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult, I may so. 
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Bawd, who should deny it ? 
Come, young one, I like the manner of your garments 

wtn. 

Boti!t, Ay, by my faith, they shall not be chang'd yet. 

Ba^d, Boult, spend thou that in the town ; repoit 
what a sojourner we hfive, you'll loose nothing by 
custom. When nature fram'd this piece, she meant 
thee a good tuni 5 therefore say what a paragon she is, 
and thou hast the harvest out of thine own report. ' 

Boult. I wairant you mistress, thunder shall not so 
iwake the beds of eels, as my giving oat of her beauty 
Stirs up the lewdly inclined. Ill bring home ^mc 
to-night. 

BatAjd. Come yourwap, follow me. 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep, 
Unty'd I still my virgin-knot will keep. 
Kana, aid my purpose. 

Bcnjod, What have we to do with Diana ? pray you 
go with us. l^Exeuni. 

SCENE IV. 



Gavernor^s House at Tbarsus. Cl E o n 4tnd Die n y si a 
enter* 

DloH. Why are you foolish, can it be undone? 

Cle, O Dipnysia, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne'er look'd upon. 

Dion. I think you'll turn a child again. 

Cle. Were I chief lord of all this spacious world, 
I'd give it to undo the deed. O lady, much less 
in blopd than virtue, yet a princess to equal any »nglc 
crown of the earth, in the justice of<omparel O villain 
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leonme, whom tbou bast poisoned tool if thou hadst 
drunk to him> it had been a kindness becoming well 
tby ^ce : — what canst thou say, when noble Pericles 
ihall demand his child ? 

Dion, That she is dead. Nursies ai»e ndt the fatei 
to foster itj nor ever to preserve : she dy'd at night, 
I'll say so, who can cross it, unless you play the in- 
nocent ? aAd for an honest attribute, cry out, she dy'd 
by foul play. 

Ck,- O go to, well, well, of all the faults bciieath the 
heav'ns, the gods do like this W(H^t. 

Dion, Be one of those that think the prfetty wrens of 
Tbarsus will fly hence, and open this to Pericles j I do 
fhame to think of what a noble strain you are, and of 
i how coward a spirit. 

Cle. To such proceeding, who^er but his approba- 
tion added, though not his whole consent, he did not 
flow from honourable courses. "^ 

Dion. Be it so then, yet none doth know but you 
how she came dead, nor none can know, Leonine^ 
being gone. She did disdain my child, and stood be- 
tween her and her fortunes : none would look on her, 
but ca^t their gazes on Manuals face, whilst ours was 
blurred at, and held a Mawkin, not worth the time of 
day. It pierced me thorough, and though you call my 
course unnatural, you not yoUr child well loving, yet 
I find it greets me as an enterpf ize of kindness pef- 
form'd to yoUr sole daughter. 

C/f. Heav'ns forgive it. 

Dion, And as for Pericles, what should he say ? 
Gij 
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Wc wq>t after her hearse, and yet we mourn : 
Her monument almost finlshed» and her epitaph^ 
In glittermg golden charaiters, express 
A genera] praise to her, ^nd care in ut^ 
At whose expence 'tis done. 

Cle, Thou art like the harpy. 
Which to betray, dost* with thy angel*$ face. 
Seize with thine eagle's talons. 

Dion. You are like one, that superstitiouly 
Doth swear to th^ gods, that winter kills the flies ; 
But yet I know, you'll do as I advise. lEj(euM$» 

ACT IF. SCENE A 

Thtrsujr. GowER inters* 
Thus tinu ive ivaste, and longest leagues make shorty 
SaUseas in cockles, ba<i;e, and nmsb but for* 1 5 
Making, to take our imagination. 
From bourn to bourn, region to region. 
By you being pardoned, nue commit no crime^ 
To use one language, in eacb several clime, 
Wbere our scenes seem to live. I do beseecbyou 
To learn of me, lobo stand in gafs to teacbyou 
Tbe stages of our story. Pericles 
Is noiv again thwarting tbe ^wayward seas^ 
(Attended on by masty a lord and kmgbt) 
To see bis daugbter, all bis lifers deligbtx 
Old Hellicanus goes along : behind 
Is left to govern it, you b^ar in mni% 
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Old Escanes^ lubom Heilicanus late 

Ad^auc'd in time to great and high estate, 

ifyjsaiiitte skips ^ atid bounteous ivinds banJe hrwgbi 

fbis king to 7barsus, think this pilate thought : 

So with bis steerage, shall your thoughts grone 

foftUb bis daughter home, 'who first is gone^ 

Like motes and shadvws see them rno'ue a 'whikt 

Your ears unto jour eyes Vll reconcile • 

Pehicles enters at one door, with all his tram ; ^LfioH 
and DiONYSiA at the other :Cleon shewsPERiCLES 
the tomb, whereat Pericles makes lamentation^ 
puts on Sackcloth> and in a mighty passion departs* 

Gower. See botw belief may suffer byfoulsb^w^ 
Viis borroTv^d passion stands for true oldnJOoei 
And Pericles i in sorro-iv, all de<vour^df 
Witb sighs shot through, and biggest teari o'*er-shower'*dp 
leaves Tbarsus, and again embarks ; be s'wears 
Never to -wash his face, nor cut his hairs j 
lie puts on sackloth, and to sea he bears 
A tempest ^Lvbich his mortal vessel tears. 
And yet he rides it dut, No^w take <we our nvaj 
Tq tbe epitaph for Marina, ivrit by DionysiaJ 

The faJrest, sweetest j and best, lies here^ 
Who withcrM in her spring of year : 
She was of Tynis, the king's daugliter^ 
On whom foul death hath made this slaughter^ 
Marina was slie call'd, and at her birth, 
That is, bein^ proud, swallow'dsome part of th'earHi i 
G iij 
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Therefore, the earth fearing to be overflowed. 
Hath Thetis birth-child on the heav'ns bestowM. 
Wherefore she does, and swears, she'll never stint. 
Make raging batt'ry upon shores of flint. 

No 'v'tzor does become black <villa?^i 

So tvell as soft and tender fiattery. 

Let Pericles believe bis daugbter^s dead\ 

And bear bis courses to be ordered 

By lady Fortune j tubUe our stear must play 

His daugbter ivoe^ and bea<vy 'well-a-day^ 

In ber unboly service; patience tben. 

And tbinkyou novj are all in Metaline, 

SCENE II. 



Metaline, Tivo Gentlemen enter, 

1 Gent, Did yovi ever hear the like ? 

2 Gent. No, nor never shall do in such a place as 
this, she being once gone, 

1 Gent. But to have divinity preach'd there— did you 
ever dream of such a thing f 

2 Gent, No, no ; come, I am for no more bad houses s 
shall we go hear the vestals sjng } 

I Getft, rU do any thing now that is virtuous. 

lExeunt. 
Tbe tbree Bawds enter, 
Pand. Well, I had rather th^ twice the worth of 
her she had ne'er come here. 

£anvd. Fie, fie upon her, she is able to undo a whole 
generation ; when she should do for clients ha* fit- 
ment, and do me the kindness of our profession^ she 
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has me ber quirks, her reasons, her master^easons, 
her prayers, her knees, that she would make a Puritan' 
of the devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult, Faith, she'll disfumish us of all our cavalierty^ 
and make all our swearers priests. 

Baiud, Here comes the Lord Lysimachus disguisM. 

BouU, We should have both lord and lown, if thcr 
peevish baggage would but give way to ctistomers. 
Lysimachus enters, 

Lys. How now ? how, a dozen of nut damsels ? 

Baivd. Now the gods bless your honour. 

Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good health. 

Lys, You may so : 'tis the better for you, that your 
rcsorteis stand upon sound legs, how now? whole- 
some impunity have you, that a man may deal withal? 

Bawd, We have one here, sir, if she would ' ■ 
But there never came her like in Metaline, [say; 

Lys. If sheM do the deeds of daikness, thou would^st 

Ba^'d, Your honour knows what ^tis to say well 

Lys, Well, call forth, call forth. [enough. 

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you 
shall see a rose, and she \vere a rose indeed, if she had 
but 

Lys. What pr'ythee ? 

Boult. O, sir, I can be modest. 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less 
than it gives a good report to a number to be chaste. 
Marina enters* 

Bawd, Here comes that which grow* to the stalk, 
I can assure you. ^ 

Is she not a fair creature ? 
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Lys. taith> she would serve after a. long voyage at sea. 
Wcll» tliere's for you» leave us. 

Ba^d, I bpseech your honour give me leave a word^ 
and 111 liave dpije presently. 

Lyj. I beseech you do. 

BaiAjdi, ]^irst, I would have you note, this is sin hd- 
ftourajble nian* 

Mar, 1. desire to find him so* tliat I mjiy worthily, 
note him. 

Banud, Next^ he's the governour of thii countryi 
and a man whom I am bound tOi 

Mar, If he govern the country, you are bound to him 
indeed j but how honourable be isj in that I know not. 

Ba'wd, Pray yoq, will you use him kindly ? He will 
line your apron with gold. 

Mat". What he will do graciously, I will thanks 
fully receive. 

Lys, Have you done ? 

Banud, My lord, she's not pac'd yet 5 you mtist take 
some pains to work her to your manage j come, we will 
leave his honour, and her, together. [Exit Bawdi 

Lysi Now, pretty oncj how long have you been at 
this trade ? 

Mar, What trade, sir? 

Lys, Why, I cannot name't, but I shall offend* 

Mar, I cannot be offended with my trade, 
Please you to name it. 

Lys, How long have you been of this profession? 

Mar, E*er since I can remember. 

Lys, Did you go to't so young 5 were you a garaeftef 
at five, or at seven ? 
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Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys, Why the house you dwell in, proclaims 3roa to 
be a creature of sale. 

Mar, Do you know this house to be a place of such 
retort, and will come into it ? I hear say you are of 
honourable parts, and the governor of this place. 

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known unto 
you, who I am ? 

Mar, Who is my principal? 

Lys, Why, your herb-woman, she that sets titedt and 
roots of shame and iniquity. O you have heard tome- 
thing of my power, and so stand aloof for more senou& 
wooing 5 but I protest to thee, pretty one, my autho- 
rity shall not see thee, or else look friendly upon thee j 
come bring me to some private place, come, come. 

Mar, If you were bom to honour, shew it now { 
If put upon you, make the j udgmen t good 
Tliat thought you worthy of it. 

lys. How's this > how^s this ? some more, be sage-p- 

Mar. For me that am a maid, though most ungentle ' 
Fortune hath plac'd me in this stye. 
Where since I came, diseases have been sold 
Dearer than physic, O that the gods 
Would set me free from this unhallow'd place. 
Though they did change me to the meanest bir4 
That flies i'th' purer air! 

Lys, I did not think 
Thou could'st have spoke so wellj I ne'er drcam'd thou 

could'st J 
Had I brougl^t hjther a corrupted mind 
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Thy speech had altered it ; hold, here*8 gold for thee \ 
Persevere in that ciiar way thou gocst^ 
And the gods strengthen thee I 

Mar, The' good gods preserve you. 

Lys, For my part, I came with no ill intent t for to m* 
The very doors and windows savour vilely^ 
Fare thee well. 

Thou art a piece of virtue, and I doubt not 
feut thy training hath been nobk j 
Hold, here's more gold for thee \ 
A curse Upon him, die be like a thief 
That robs thee of thy goodness s if thoU dost h^a^ 

from me, 
It shall be for thy good. 

Boult. I beseech your honotUr, onepiece forihCk 

tys, Avant, thou damn'd door-keeper j 
Your house, but for this virgin that dotii prop it. 
Would sink and overwhelm you* Away, [£xf]^. 

Bwit. How's this? We must take another course 
vkfith you; if yoUr peevish chastity, which is not worth 
ft breakfast in the cheapest country under the coap, 
shall undo a whole houshold, let me be gelded like t, 
ispaniel : come your vi-ays. 

Mar, Whither would you have me ? 

Boult, Come your way, we'll have no more gentle- 
men driv'n away : come your ways, I say. 

Bawd enters^ 
Bawd, How now, what's the matter ? 
Boult, Worse and worse, mistress ; she hath herlt 
•poken holy words to the Lord Lysimachus. 
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Baivd, O abominable 1 

Bouit, She makes our profession as it were to stink 
before the face of the Gods. 

Banvd, Marry hang her up for ever. 

Boult, The nobleman would have dealt with her like 
a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a snow- 
ball ; saying his prayers too. 

Binvd. Boult take her away ; use her at thy pleasure* 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods ! ' 

Banvd. She conjures, away with her; would she bad 
never come within my doors; marry hang you, she's 
bom to undo us. Marry come up my dish of chas- 
tity, with rosemary and bays! lExit* 

Boult, Come, mistress, come your ways with me. 

Mar. Pr'ythee tell me one thing first. 

Boult. Come now, your one thing ? . 

Mar. What can^st thou wish thine enemy to be ? 

Boult, Why I could wish him to be my master, or 
rather my mistress. 

Mar, Neither of these are yet so bad as thou art. 
Since they do better thee in their command : 
Thou boldest a place, for which the pained'st fiend 
In bell would not in reputation change : 

Bouk. What would you have me do ? go to the wars, 
would you, where a man may serve seven years for the 
loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the end to 
buy him a wooden one ? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou dost; 
Empty old receptacles, or common-shores of filth y 
Serve by indenture to the comn>oa. hangman: 
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Any of these ways are yet better than this : 
For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak^ 
Would own a name too dear. 

Oh, that the gods would safely deliver me from this place! 
' Here, here's gold for thee } if that thy master would 

gain by me. 
Proclaim that I can sing, weave^ sow and dance. 
With other virtues, which I'll keep from boast. 
And I will undertake all these to teach* 
I doubt not but this populous city will yield many 
scholars. 

Boult, But can you teach all this you speak of ? 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again> 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult, Well, I will «ce what I can do for thee j if I 
can place thee, I will. 

Mar* But amongst honest women. 

Bouit. Faith my acquaintance lies little among them ; 
birt since my master and mistress have bought you, 
there's no going but by their consent : therefore I will 
make them acquainted with your purpose, and I doubt 
not but I shall find them tradable enough. Come, I'll 
do for thee what I can, come your ways. [Exeunt, 

GowER enters, 

Marina thus the brothel ^scapes^ and chances 
Lito an honest house t our story says 5 
She sings like one immortal^ and she dances 
As goddesS'Ukt to her admired lays : 
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Jkep clerks she dumbs f and ivitb her needle composes 
Nature"* s own shape, of bud, bird, branchy or berry j 
That even her art sisters ^e natural roses 5 
Her inkUy silk, fwiney imtb the rubied cberryi 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race^ 
Who pour their bounty on her, and her gain 
She gi*ves the cursed banvd, Lea<ve nve her place^ 
And to ber father turn our thoughts again f 
Where nveleft him at sea, tumbled and tost. 
And drifven before the imnd-, he is arri<v^d 
Here ivhere his daughter d^wells', and on this coast 
Suppose him noiv at anchor : The city strifv^d 
God Neptune"* s annual feast to keepy from <whence 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies y 
His bonnets sable ^ trim* d with rich expence. 
And to him in his barge <witb fer'vour hies, 
htyour supposing, once more put your sight 
Our bea*vy Pericles, think this his bark. 
Where lobat is done in aSlion, more of might 
Shall be discovered, please you sit and bark. [Exit. 

SCENE 111. 



Of Shipboard. He L L 1 c a n u s enters, to him Pwo Sailors. 

1 Sail. Wliere is the Lord Hellicanus ? he can re- 
•olve you, O here he isj sir, there is a barge put ofF 
from Metaline, and in it is Lysimachus the gQvernor, 
who craves to come aboard ^ what is your will } 

Hell. That he have his ciiU up some gentlemem 

% Sal, Ho, gentlemen, my lord calls. 
H 
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Tivo or three Gentlemen enter, 
iielL Gentlemen, there is some of worth would come 
aboard, I pray ye greet them feirly. 

Lysimachus enter. 

1 Sail. Sir, this is the man tliat can, in ought you 
would resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir, the gods preserve you I 

Hell, And you, to out-live the ape I am, and die as 
I would do I 

Lys. You wish me well j 
Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's triumphs. 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride Before us, 
I made to it, to know of whence you are. 

Hell. First, what is your place ? 

Lys. I am the governor of this place you lie before* 

Hell. Sir, our vessel's of Tyre, in it the king, 
A man, who for this three months hath not spoken 
To any one, nor taken sustenance. 
But to prolong his grief. 

Lys. Upon what ground is his distemperance ? 

Hell. It would be too tediouS to repeat, but the 
main grief springs from the loss of a beloved daugh- 
ter, and a wife. 

Lys. May we not see him ? . 

HelL You may, but bootless is your sight; he will 
liot speak to any. 

Lys. Let me obtain my wish. 

Hell. Behold him ; this was a goodly person, 'till the 
disaster t{iat at one mortal whit drove him to this. 
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Lys. Sii* kingy all hall, the gods preserve you \ hail* 
royal sir I 

HtU. It is in vain, he will not speak to you. 

Lord, Sir, we have a maid in Metaline, I durst 
wager would win some words from him. 

Lys. 'Tis well bethought 5 she, questionless, with her 
iweet harmony, and other chosen attractions, would 
allure and make a battery through his defended parts, 
which now are mid-way stoptj she is all happy, at 
the fairest of all; and her fcUow maids, now, upon the 
kvy shelter that abuts against the island side. 

Hell. Sure all effectless $ yet nothing we'll omit that 
bears recoyeiy's name. But since your kindness we 
haye stretched thus far, let us beseech you, that for our 
gold we may have provision, wherein we are not des- 
titute for want, but weary for the staleness* 

Ljs, O, sir, a courtesie, which if we should deny, 
the most just God for every graif would aend a cater* 
pillar, and so inflidt our province ; yet onice more let 
me .entreat to know at large the cause of your king^s 
Mrrow, 

Hell. Sir, sir, I will recount it to you 3 but seej I am 
frevented. 

Marina enters *. 

Lys. O. here*8 the lady that I sent for. 
Welcome, fair one : is't not a goodly present ? 
Hell. She's a gallant lady, 

•Whoever will compare this scene between Pericles and 
his daughter f with that of Leontes in his discovery of Hirmont 
in the lyinier's Tale, may surely' discern very similar starts 

iiaoicy^ and energy of expression, 

H ij 
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Lys. She^s such a one, that were I well assured 
Came of a gentle kind, and noble stock, 
I'd wish no better choice, and think me rarely wed* 
F^, and all goodness that consists in beauty, 
£xpe6l even here, where is a kingly patient. 
If diat thy prosperous and artificial fete 
Can draw him but to answer thee in ought. 
Thy sacred physick shall receive such pay. 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar, Sir, I Mrill use my uttermost skill in his reco. 
Yery, provided that none but I and my companion 
maid be suftered to come near him. 

Ljs. Come, let us leave her^ and the gods make her 
prosperous ! \Tte iOf^. 

Lys* MarkM he your musick ? 

Mar. No, nor look'd on us. 

Lys. See, she will speak to him. 

Mar, Hail, sir, my lord, lend ear. 

Per, Hum, ha. 

Mar, I am a maid, my lord, that ne'er before invited 
eyes, but have been gazed on like a comet : she speaks, 
my lord, that, may be, hath endured a grief might 
equal yours, if both were justly weighed 5 though way- 
ward fortune did malign ray state, my derivation was 
from ancestors who stood equivalent with mighty 
kings, but time hath rooted out my parentage, and to' 
the world and aukward casualties bound me in servi- 
tude ; I will desist, but there is something glows upon 
my cheek, and whispers in mine ear. Go not ^iill he speak. 

Per, My fortunes, parentage, good parentage to 
equal mine : was it not thus ? what say you ? 
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Mar^ I said my lord, if you did know my puTntage, 
jjou would not do me violence* 

F4f^ I do thinJf so, pray you turn your eyes upon 
me, y'arc like something that, what country-women 
hear o£ these shews ? 

iflar. No, nor of any shews, yet I was mortally 
brought forth, and am no other than I appear* 

Per. I am great with woe, and. shall deliver weq)ingt 
my dearest wife was like this maid, and such a. one my 
daughter might have been : my queen's square browsf 
her stature to an inch, as wand-like straight as silver 
t<4c'd, her eyes as jewel like, and cast as richly, in 
pace another Juno* Who starves the ears, she fetdi 
and inakes them hungry, the more she gives them 
speech; where do you live ? 

Mar> Where I am but a stranger : from the deck 
you may discern the place* 

Pen Where were you bred ? and how atchiev'd you 
these endowments wliich you make more rich to owe f. 

Mar* If I should tell my history, it would seem liktf 
lies disdained in the reporting. 

P€r, Pr'ythee speak; falseness cannot come fronl 
tbee, for thou lookest modest as justice, and thod 
scem'st a Pallas for the crowned truth to dwell in, I, 
will believe thee, and make my senses credit thy rclaM 
tion to points that seem impossible, for thoulook'st liko 
one I Iqy'd indeed ; what were thy friends ? Didst thou 
not stay when I did push thee back ? which was when 
I pcrceiv'd thee that thou cam'st from good descent; 

Mar, So indeed I did* 

Hlij ^ . 
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Fer, Report thy parentage ; I think thou saidst thou 
hadst been toss'd from wrong to injury, and that tbou' 
tliougfat^st thy griefs might equal mine, if both were 
opened. 

Mar, Some such thing I said, and said no more btit 
what my thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per, Tell thy story j if thine considered prove the 
thousand part of my endurance, thou art a man, and 
I have suffered like a girl j yet thou dost look like 
patience, gazing on kings' graves, and smiling extrc- 
mity out of aft. What were thy friends ? how lost 
thou thy name, my most kind virgin ? recount I do 
beseech thee ; come, sit by me. 

Mar, My name is Marina. 

Per, Oh, I am mock'd; and thou by some incensed 
god sent hither to make the world to laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good sir, or hei'e I'll cease. 

Per, Nay, I'll be patient j thou little know'st how 
thou dost startle me to call thyself Marina. 

Mar, The name was given me by one that had some 
power — my father, and a king. 

Per, How, a king's daughter, and call'd Marina } 

Mar, You said you would believe me j but not to be 
ji trouble of your peace, I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood ? 
Have you a working pulse, and are no fairy ? ^ 

Motion ? well, speak on, whei*c were you bom ? 
And wherefore call'd Marina ? 

Mar. Call'd Marina, for I was born at sea. 

Per, At sea! who was thy mother? 
I 
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Mar. My modier was the daughter of a king, who 
died the mhinte I was i>orn, as my good narse Lycho- 
rida hath oft dclivcr'd weeping. 

fer, O stop there a little ; this is the rarest dream 
That ere dnll sleep did mock sad fools withal s 
This cannot be my daughter, buried! well, whert 
were you bred ? lil hear you more to the bottom of 
jour story, and never interrupt you. 

JltfT* You scorn ; believe me, 'twere best I did gi?e 
o'er. 

ftr, I will believe you by the syllabje of what you 
shall deliverj yet give me leave, how came you in these 
parts ? where were you bred ? 

Mar, The king, my father, did in Tharsus leave me^ 
1^11 cruel Cleon with his wicked wife» 
Did seek to murther me ; and having wooed a villain 
To attempt it, who having drawn to do't» 
A crew of pirates came and rescued me. 
Brought me to Medline* 

But, ifood §ir, whither will you have me? why do you 
weep ? It may be you thinly me an impostor : No, good 
^th ; I am the daughter to king Pericles, if good king^ 
Pericles be. 

Per, Ho, Hcllicani;s ? 

Hell. Calls my lord ? 

Ver. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor. 
Most wise in general, tell me, if thou canst, what this' 

maid is. 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep > ' 

HeU. I know not ; but here's the regent, sir, of Mc- 
talincy speaks nobly of her^ 
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Ly^i, She never would tell l^er parentage. 
Being demanded, that, she would ^t still and w;eep* 

Per, Oh, Hellicanus, strike me, hoijoui^d sir; give 
me a gashj put^ i?ie to present painj lest thi? great ^ 
of joys rushiqg uppi^ me, o'er-bear the sl^pre* o? rojr 
mortality, and drpwn me with their sweet^e$s^: O com^ 

hither. 
Thou that beget'st him that did thee bqget. 
Thou that wast bom at sea, buried at '^harsiis^ 
And found at sea again ! O Hellicanus, 
i)own on thy kne^s, thanH the holy godf, a& Iqud, • 
As thunqerthr^at^ns us : this is Marina. 
What was thy mother's naine f tell me but thaj^ 
^or tri;tb can never be qonfirm'd enough. 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar, First, sjr, I pray, what la your title ? 

Per, I am Pericles of Tyre j but tell me now vxf 
i)rown*d queer^'s name i as in the rest you said, 
Thou hast been god-like perfed, the heir of kingdoms^ 
And another like to Pericles thy father. 

Mar, Is it not more to be your daughter, th^ to 
^y, my mother's nan^^ is Thaisa ? Thaisa was my, 
tnother, who did end the minute I began. 

Per, Now blessing on thee, rise, tliou art my child* 
Give me fresh garments, mine own Hellicanus, she is 
not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been by sa- 
%,\^ Clepnj she shall tell thee all, when thou shalt 
kneel and justify, in knowledge, she is thy very prin- 
cess. Who is tliis ? 

Hell' Sir, 'tis the governor of Metaline, who hearing 
•f youi' melancholy, did come to see you. 
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Fir, I embrace you; g^ve me my robes j 
I am wild in my beholding. Oh Heav*n> bless my girl I 
Bat hark» what mnsick^s this, Heliicanus } my Marinaf 
Tdl him o^er point by point, for yet he seems to doat» 
Howsoreyouaremy daughter j but whereas this musickF 

Hdl, My lord, I hear none. 

fer, ^one ? the musick of the sphere, list my Marinal 

lys. It is not good to cross him, give him way. 

fer. Rarest sounds ; do ye not hear ? 

Ljs. Musick, my lord, I hear, 

fir* Most heavenly musick; 
It nips roe unto listening, and thick slumber 
Hangs upon my ey^s ; let m^ rest. 

Ijs. A pillow for his head, so leave him all. 
Well, my companion friends, if this but answer to my 
Jost belief, 111 well remember you. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Rmmtu on Shif board. Piana appoaring to Pericles 
asleep, 

Diana. 
My temple stands in Ephesus; hie thee thither^ 
And do upon my akar sacrifice. 
There, when my maiden priests are met together^ 
Before all the people reveal 
How thou at sea didst lose thy wife 
To mourn thy crosses with thy daughter's call. 
And give them repetition to the like « 
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Or perform my bidd^og, or tkou Uyest ia woe j 
Ipo't, aad Iwjppjf.by my silver bow. 
Awake, and, tell thy di;eaiiu 

P^. CeI^^t;i^ipi^9odd?s?Argentij^^ 
I yiriU obe/ the^ ^elUca^iis. ♦ 

Lysimachus ^»/^j. 

P^r. My pi^rppse was for Thatiu^ there tp stdke 
The inhospitably f le9n j but I am for other seryic^ fir^tj 
Towards Ephesus turn our blown sails : 
Eftsoons 1^11 tell why. Shall we refresh us, sir, upon 
your shore, and give 3roju,gol4 for such provisipn as our 
intents will need ? 

Lys, Sir, wiith all my heart $ an4 whea you come 
^^h9I:e^ I have anot;her slight. 

Per, You shall prevajUt, were it to wop my daughter r 
for it sesxns. you have been nobk tawardi h^» 

Ljs. Sir, lend me your arm. 

Fer, Come, my Marina. [Exeunt, 
*-_! * 

SCENE It. 



Diana's Temfle at Epbesus, GowEti entert* 

Now our sands are alnwtrua^ 

More aiittUt and then done. 

This my last boon give me^ 

For sucb kindness must relU*ve me j 

That jou aptly wU supp^se^ 

fVbat pageantry^ ivibatfeAts, *wbafsbovfH 
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fTbat mlnstrtbrr, ixjbatfretty Sti; 
*rbe regent made in MetalWy 
T'o greet tBe kitig'y sobethrihf^d 
That be is promised to be nvi^v^d 
Th/hir Marina \bkt inn9 wise, 
''Till be bad done bis sacrifice, 
Ms Dian Bad: ijdb^eio being boundy 
The interim pray jfou all confound. 
In feathered briefitesf seals arefiird, 
Jnd imsbesfaH out as tbey are nmlVd^ 
it FphesUs the temple see^ 
Okr iing, hnd all bis company, 
Tbat be ckth bitber come so soon^ 
Is byytjitrfaficfs tbemhful doom, [Exif . 

PwictBs, Lystmacbus, Helucanus, Marina, 
ThaisA, Ckrywok, enter, and tnhers. 
Per. Hail, D^an! to perform thy just command, 
I here confess myself the king of Tyre, 
Who, frighted from my country, did wed 
At Pentapolis, the fair Tharsa j 
At sea in child-bed died she j but brought forth 
A maid child called Marina 5 ivho, O Goddess, 
Wears yet thy silver livery. She at ThaVsus 
Was nurst with Cleon, whom dt fourteen years 
He sought to murder, but her tetter stars 
Brought her to Metali'ne; ""gainst whose shore riding. 
Her fortunes brbught tlie maid aboard to us, 
Where by her oWn most clear remembrance, sh€ 
Made known herself my daughter. 
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Thai, Voice and favour ! You are, you arc, O royal 
Pericles!— • {Sbffamts awa^. 

Per. What means the woman? she dies! help, gen- 
tlemen. 

Cer, Sir, if you have told Diana's altar true. 
This is your wife. 

Fir. Reverend appearer : no, 1 threw her overboard 
with these very arms. 

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Fer. 'Tis most certain/ 

Cer. Look to the lady 5 O she's but overjoyed. 
Early in blustring morn, this lady was thrown upon 
this shore ; I open'd the cofHn; found these rich je^s; 
recovered herj and placed her here in Diana's temple. 

Fer. May we see them ? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my 
house, whither I invite you 5 look, Thaisa is recovered. 

TAfli. O let me look'j if he be none of raine» 
My sanclity will to my sense bend no licentious ear. 
But curb it spight of seeing : 
O my lord, are you not Pericles ? 
Like him you speak, like him you are t 
Did you not name a tempest, a birth, and death f 

Fer. The voice of dead Thaisa. 

nd. Th^t Thaisa am I> supposed dead and drown^ 

Fer. Immortal Dian I 

*rhm. Now I know you better. 
When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The I^ing my father, gave you such a rinf. 

Fer. This, this, no more, you Gods, 
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Your present kindness makes n^y past miseriet sport. 
You shall do w^l^ that oa the tpoching o£ her Upt 
I maj melt, and no mdre be seen^ 

come, be buried a second time within these armst 
Mar. My heart leaps to be gone into my mother'% 

bosom. 
?er. Look who kneels her<^fl»dio£ thy fl^b»XhaiM 
Thy burden at the sea, and called Afmrin^^ 
or she was yielded there. 
^4t/. Blest, and mincL own. 
UeU, Hail, madam, and my queen« 
^bd, I know, you not. 
Per. You have heardmc say when I didfly from Ty«« 

1 le^ behind an ancient substitute ; 

Can you remember what I call'd the ihan ? 
^ha?e nam'd him oft. 

Ti&^Wi 'Twas Hellicanus them 

Fer. Still confirmation; 
Embrace him, dear Thaisa, this is he i 
Now do I long to hear how you were found | 
How possibly preserved \ and who to thanki 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Tbd, Lord Ceryn^on, toy lord^ this man, through 
whom 
The gods have shewn their power, that can from first 
To last resolve you. 

Per* Reverend sir. 
The gods can have no mortal oflScer 
Wore like a god than you; 
Will yon deliver how this dead qticenre-iivefN 
1' 
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Cer. I will, my lord } beseech you first go with me 
Unto my house, where shall be shewn you all 
Was found with her $ 
How she came plac'd here in the temple. 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Dian ! bless thee for thy visioa I 
I ^ill offer night oblations to thee, 
Thaisa, this prince, the fair betrothed of your daughtei^ 
Shall marry at pentapolis. 

And now this oinament that makes me look dismal. 
Will I clip to form; 

And what this fourteen years no razor touchM^ 
Tto grace thy marriage day, I'll beautify. 

Tbai. Lord Cerymon hath letters of good credit. 
Sir, my father^s dead. 

Per, Heav'ns make a star of him 5 yet here, my queen. 
We'll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days j 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. 
Isord Qetytmn, ive do our longing stay^ 
To bear the rest untold^ sir, lead's the *i^, 

GowER enters. 

In Antiochus and his daughter, you have beard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward j 
In Pericles, bis queen, and daughter, seen. 
Although assmVd'mtb fortune fierce andkeen^ 
Virtue preserv" d from fell destrudion" s blast, 
Ledonhy Heav'nf and crowifd'withjoy at las$^ 
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In HiUicanus may you 'wtll descry y 
Afigwce of truths offaitb^ of by city j 
h reverend Cerymon there tveli at pears 
^be worth that learned chanty aye njoears* 
For mnckedCleon and bis ivifey ivhenfatne 
Nad spread their cursed deed, and honoured nami 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn. 
That him, and bis, they in bis palace hum* 
Vie gods for murder seemed so content, 
To funisb all, although not done, but meant. 
So onyour patiences ever more attending. 
New joy ivaitonyou, here our play hathemSng, 
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TO HIS GRACE THE 

DUKE OF NE IV CASTLE, 

LORD CHAMBERLAIN Or HIS MAJESTY*^ HOUSHOLD, &C. 

Mr LORD> 

If a Dedication carried in iti rtaturt a mark of onr 
acknowledgement and esteem^ and is there most due, 
where we are most obliged, the late instances Ireceit^ed 
of jour Grace*s undesen>ed And uncommon favour in 
an affair of some consequence (foreign to the theatre) 
has taken from me the privilege of choosing a patron / 
especially for a performance which, not ofily by its 
kind, falls immediately under your Grace^s authority, 
hut which likewise hjr its good fortune in a season of 
tome danger to it, received from your Grace's free in^ 
dulgence, its life and success on the stage. Thus my 
ambition concurs with my duty; and it is my happi** 
ness not to be able to gratify the impulse of the one^ 
without obeying at the same time the dictates o/tht 
other. 

Addresses of this nature, through d gross abuse of 
* praise, have justly fallen under ridicule. How plea- 
sant is it to hear one of yesterday complimented on 
his illustrious ancestors? A sordid person, on his 
munificence? An illiterate pretender^ on his skill 
in arts and sciences ? Or q wretch contracted with 
ielflove, on his diffusive benevolence to mankind? 
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Yet Jrom the frequency of sii^ a shameful prostitu* 
tion of the pen as this, one advantage results ; it gives 
the grace of novelty and peculiarity to a dedication, 
that shall reclaim panegyric from its guilt, and rescue 
the late mentioned sublime distinctions of character 
from absurdity and injustice, by applying tJiem to a 
Duke of Newcastle. It is a hind of compliment paid 
to panegyric itself to use it on so just an occasion* 

It is letters, my Lord, which distinguish one age 
from another ; each period of time shines, or is cast 
in shades, as they flourish or decline; and who knows 
not that the fate of Iptt^rs is determined by the kind 
or cold aspect (^ the great ? How happy then is the 
present time, how fair an assurance has it of being 
exempted from the death of common ages, when we 
see the politer arts triumphing in the care and encou' 
ragement of one who has made an early and regular 
acquaintance with them at their own home, joining 
to the amplest fortune the qualifications requisite (had 
it been wanting) to acquire and deserve it. One, who 
in theflqwef of youth, when tl^e imaginatiqn is warm- 
est, and fit for such a province, preside^ over the la^ 
hours of genius and fine taste, and has it in his power 
to rival those he is pleased to patronize. One, in a 
word, who, covetous of learning, reaches beyond his 
own nation for new supplies of it; who, zealous far 
merit, pays honours to its very ashes ; and whose be- 
ing an excellent master in polite letters himsef, is one 
tfthe smallest proofs he has given of his ardent loyc 
f^Wttrds them. 
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But I cannot turn my thoughts that way, without 
being put in mind of the imperfection of the follow* 
ing scenes. I own thej haue many faults, as many 
as I can allow, without refecting on the town, for 
the countenance they have received: But I hope they 
have merit enough to entitle them to some share of 
your Grace's approbation, as well as errors enough 
to make them stand in need of all your protection^ 
The continuance of which is humbly hoped by. 
My Lord, 

Your Grace*s much obliged. 
Most obedient, and 
Most humble servamt, 

EDJrJRD YOVNG. 
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BY A FRIEND. 

Long have you seen the Greek and Roman name^ 
Assisted by the musey reneiu their fame^ 
While yet unsung those heroes sleeps from whom 
Greece fornCd her Plato* s^ and her Casar'*s Rome. 
Such, JEgypfy njoere thy sons! Divinely great 
In arts, and arms^ in ^sdom, and in state. 
Her early monarchs gawe such glories birth, 
neir ruins are the nuonders of the earth, 
Stru^ures so vast by those great kings designed. 
Are but faint sketches of their boundless mindr 
Yet ne^erhas Albion'' s scene, though long renvwtCd, 
With the stem tyrants of the Nile been crowned, 
^he tragic muse in grandeur should excel. 
Her figure blazes, and her numbers svjell. 
*The proudest monarch of the proudest age. 
From ASgypt comes to tread the British stage : 
Old Homer'' s heroes modems are to those 
Whom this night" s venerable scenes disclose. 
Here pomp and splendor serve but to prepare : 
To touch the soul is our peculiar care j 
By just distress soft pity to impart. 
And mend your nature, ivhile ive move your heart* 
Nor ivould these scenes in empty vjords abound. 
Or overlay the sentiments nvitb sound: 
Aij 
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Words (luben the poet ivouldyour souls engage) 

Are the mere garnish of an i(Ue stage. 

When passion rages , eloquence is mean t 

Gestures and looks best speak the moving scene* 

Te shining fair / njjben tender mjoes invite 

% pleasing anguish, and severe delight ^ 

By your affliSlionyou compute your gain. 

And rise in pleasure, as you rise in pain. 

If then just objeSs of concern are shoivn. 

And your hearts heave vjith sorrovjs not your o-wn. 

Let not the gen" rous impulse be ^withstood, 

JStrive not vjith nature, blush not to be gjoodi 

Sighs only from a noble temper rise. 

And "tis ygur virtue sivells into your eyes. 



digitized by GoOglC 



DramatiB Per^onae^ 



Men* 
BusiRis, King of Egypt. 
Myron, the Prince. 
NicANOR, father of Mandanc. 
Memnon, ^ 

Rameses^ C Conspirators. 
Syphoces, i 
Pheron, j 
AuLETEs, a Courtier. 

Wcmen* 

Myris, Queen of Egypt, 
Mandane. 

Scene, Memphis, in Old Egypt. 
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ACT!. SCENE I. 

A TempU in Memphis. Pheron and Syphoces enUr^ 

Sypboces. 
If gidnous stmftures, and immortal deeds. 
Enlarge the thought, and set our souls on fire. 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypt's praise. 
The queen of'nations, and the boast of times. 
Mother of science, and the bouse of gods ! 
Scarce can I open wide my hb'ring mind 
To comprehend the vast idea, big 
With arts and arms, so boundless in their fame. 

Pher. Thric^; happy land ! did not her dreadful king, 
Far-fam'd Bu>iris, who-n the world reveres. 
Lay all his shininij wonders in disgrace. 
By cruelty and pride. 

Sypk. By pride indeed: 
H- calls himself the proud, and glories in it. 
Nor would exchange tor Jupiter's almighty. 
Have we not seen him shake his silver rein* 
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0*cr haracssM roonarchs, to hb chariot yok'd ? 
In sullen majesty they stalk along. 
With eyes of indignation and despair. 
While be aloft displays his impious state. 
With half their rifled kingdoms o>r his brow. 
Blazing to heav*n in diamond and gold. 

Fber, Nor less the tyrant's cruelty than pride : 
His horrid altars stream with human blood. 
And piety is murder in his hand. I A great shouts 

Sjjb. There rose the voice of twice two hundred 
thousand, 
And broke the clouds, and clearM the face of day j 
The king, who from this temple's airy height. 
With heart dilated, that great work surveys. 
Which shall proclaim what can be done by man. 
Has stnick his purple streamer, and descends. 

Pher, Twice ten long years have seen that haughty 
Which nations with united toil advance, [pi^^* 

Gain on the skies, and labour up to heaven. 

^ypb^ The king — or prostrate fall, or disappear. 

lExeunt, 
B u s I Ri s enters, attended. 

Bus, This ancient city, Memphis the renown'd. 
Almost coseval with the sun himself. 
And boasting strength scarce sooner to decay. 
How wanton sits she amid nature's smiles. 
Nor from her highest turret has to view. 
But golden landscapes, and luxuriant scenes, 
A waste of wealth, the storehouse of the wodd ! 
Here, fruitful vales, far stretching, fly the sight j 
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There, sails unnumbered whiten all the stream ; 
While from the banks full twenty thousand cities 
Survey their pride, and see their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break against the shore. 
To crown the whole, this rising pyramid 

[Sbrws the plan% 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the stars. 
While every other object shrinks beneath 
Its mighty shade, and lessens to the view. 
Askings compared with me. 

Au L E T E s enter Si he faUs prostrate^ 

Jul, Oh, live for ever, 
Busiris, first of men I 

Bus, Auletes, rise. 

Jul, Ambassadors from various climes arrive. 
To view your wonders, and to greet your fame j 
Each loaden with the gifts his country yields. 
Of which tha meanest rise to gold and pearl i 
The rich Arabian fills his ample vase 
With sacred incense ; Ethiopia sends 
A thousand coursers fleeter than the wind ; 
And their black riders darken all the plain | 
Camels and elephants from other realms. 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury. 
Bring the best seasons of tlieir various years. 
And leave their monarchs poor. 

Bus. What from the Persian ? 

Aul, He ben4s before your throne, and far outweighs 
Tke rest in tribute, and outshines in state. 
Bij 
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Bus. Away! He sees me not; I know his purpose, 
A spy upon my greatness, and no friend : 
Take his ambassador, and shew him Egypt 5 
In Memphis shew him various nations met. 
As in a sea, yet not confined in space, 
But streaming freely through the spacious streets. 
Which send forth millions at each brazen gate. 
When e'er the trumpet calls ; high over head. 
On the broad' walls, the chariots bound along. 
And leave in air a thunder of my own 5 
Jove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand. 
The prince of rivers, ocean's eldest son : 
Rich of myself, I make the fruitful year. 
Nor ask precarious plenty from the sky ' ■ 
Throw all my glories open to his view. 
Then tell him, in return, for trifles offer'd, 
I give him this j and when a Persian arm 

[Gi'ves him a btnv. 
Can thus with vigour its reluctance bend. 
And to the nerve its stubborn force subdue. 
Then let his master think of arms—but bring 
More men than yet e'er pour'd into the field j 
Mean time, thank heaven, our tide of conquest drives 
A different way, and leaves him still a king. 

This to the Persian 1 receive the rest, 

And give the world an answer. {^Exit Busiris. 
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Mandane, attended by Vntzts' and ber VvrgiMf is son 
sacrificing at a distance, 

A Hymn to Isis is sungy the Priests go out, 

MandanE) attended by ber MMSi advances* 
Mand. My morning duty to the gods is o'er ) 
Yet still this terror hangs upon my soul, 
And saddens every thought — I still behold ^ 
Tlie dreadful image, still the threatening sword 
Points at my breast, and glitters in mine eye. 
But 'twas a dream, no more. My virgins, leave me \ 
And thou, great Ruler of the world, be preseAt I 
Oh, kindly shine on this important hour! 
This hour determines all my future life. 
And gives it up to misery, or joy. [^She ad<vance»^ 

These lonely walks, this deep and solemn gloom. 
Where noon-day suns but glimmer to the view. 
This bouse of tears, and mansion of the dead> 
For ever hides him from the hated light. 
And gives him leave to groan. 

Back Scene dranus^ and shews Memnon leaning 9n hU 
Father's Tomb. 

Was ever scene 

So mournful ? If, my lord, the dead alone 
Be all your care, life is ho more a blessing. , 
How could you shun me for this dismal shadc^ 
And seek from love a refuge in despair \ 
Biy 
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Mem. Why hast thou brought those eyes to this sad 
place, 
Where darkness dwells, and grief would sigh secure, 
In welcome horrors, and beloved night ? 
Thy beauties drive the friendly shades before them. 
And light up day e'en here. Retire, my love ; 
Each joyful moment I would share with thee. 
My virtuous maid j but I would mourn alone. 

Mand, What have you found in me so mean, to hope 
"JTh It while you sigh, my soul can be at peace ? 
Your sorrows flow from your Mandane's eyes. 

JWrjw. Oh, my Mandane!— - 

Mand. Wherefore turn you from me ? 
Have I offended, or are you unkind ? 
Ah, nie ! A sight as strange, as pitiful ! 
From this big heart, o'ercliarg^d with gen'rous sorrow, 
See the tide working upward to his eye. 
And stealing from him in large silent drops. 
Without his leave! Can those tears flow in vain ? 

Mem. Why will you double my distress, and make 
My grief my crime, by discomposing you ? 
And yet I can't forbear ! Alas 1 my father I 
That name excuses all : what is not due 
To that great name, which life, or death, can pay ? 

Mand. Speak on, and ease your laboring breast, it 
And sinks again, and then it swells so high, [swells 
It looks as it would break. I know 'tis big 
With something you would utter. Oft in vain 
I have presumed to ask your raom-nful story j 
But ever have been answer'd with a frown. 

Mem, Oh, ray Madanc ! did my talc concern. 
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Myself aloiie, it would not He coBccalM | 
But *tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt. 
And therefore 'tis unsafe to touch upon't. 
To tell my talc, is to blow off the ashes 
From sleeping embers which will rise in flames 
At the least breath, and spread destru^ion round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other self j 
And, Oh ! my heart this moment is so full. 
It bursts with its complaints, and 1 must speak :--• 
Myris, the present queen, was only sister 
Of great Artaxes, our late royal lord ; 
Busiris, who now reigns, was £rst of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown descends. 
(Not with long circumstance to load my story) 
Ambitious Myris lir'd his daring soul. 
And tarn'd his sword against her brother's life j 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne. 
Enjoyed her shame, and triumphed in her guilt. 
UamL So black a story well might shun the day, 
Mem, Artaxes' friends (a virtuous multitude) 
Were swept away by banishment, or death. 
In throngs, and sated the devouring grave. 
My father think, Mandane, on your own, 

And pardon me 1 {W'eepSf 

The tyrant took me, then of tender yeai's. 
And rearM me with his son (a son since dead). 
He vjunly hop'd, by shews of guilty kindness 
To wear away the blackness of his crime. 
And reconcile me to my father's fete } 
Hence have I long been forc'd to stay my vengeance* 
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^ To smooth my brow with smiles, and curb my tongue. 
While the big woe lies throbbing at my heart, 

Vuz%on at a (tUtance enter s* 

Pber, So close! so loving! Here I stand unseen. 
And watch my rival's fate. lAside, 

Mem. But thou, my fair. 
Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death j 
Thott yet canst make me blest. 

Mand. As how, my lord ? 

Mem^ Ah ! why wilt thou insult me ? 

MoTid, Memnon— 

Mem, Speak. 

Mand. Nature forbids j and when I would begin* 
She stifles all my spirits, and I faint j ^ 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot speak. 
Oh, let me fly ! 

Mem. You pierce me to the soul. {Holding ber^ 

Mand. Oh \ spare me for s moment, till my heart 
Regains its wonted force, anil will speak. 
Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me. 
Breaks through restraints, and will not be refus*d, 

[Pheron sheijos a great cencem. 
Vet more, the prince, the young impetuous prince. 
Before his father sent him forth to war. 
And gave the Mede to his destnictive sword. 
Has often taught his tongue a silken tale. 
Descended from himself, and talk'd of love. 
Since last I saw thee,* his licentious passion 
Has haunted all my dreams—— 
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This day the court shines forth in all its lustre. 
To welcome her returiiing warrior home-*- 
Abs, the malice of our stars ! 

Mem. To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves, 
Be this our bridal night, my life !— my soul ! 

[Embrace. 

Pber, Perdition seize them both ! and have I lov'd 
So long, to catch her in another's arms ? 
Another's arms for ever ? Oh, the pang! — 
Heart-piercing sight ! — but rage shall take its turn— ^ 

It shall be so and let the crime be his. 

Who drives me to the black extremity: 

I fear no farther hell than that I feel. [Exit, 

Mem. Trembling I grasp thee, and my anxious heart, 
Is still in doubt if I may call thee mine. 
Oh, bliss too great ! Oh, painful ccstacy I 
I know not what to utter. 

Mand, Ay, my lord I 
What means this damp that comes athwart my joy. 
Chastising thus the lightness of my heart f 
I have a father, and a father too, 
Tender as nature ever fram'd. — His will 
Should be consulted. — Should I touch his peace, 
I should be wretched in my Memnon's arms. 

Mem. Talk not of wretchedness. 

Mand. Alas ! this day 
First gave me birth, and (which is strange to tell) 
The fates e'er since, as watching fts return. 
Have caught it as it flew, and marked it deep 
With something great, extrcn«s of good^^i^i^l^^^^ 
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Mem. Why should we bode misfortune to our loves \ 
No, I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 
Of all that happiness they ravish d/rom me j 
Fame» freedom^ father, all return in thee. 
Had not the gods Mandane to bestow. 
They never would have pourM such vengeance on me | 
They meant me thee, and could not be severe. 
Soon as night's favourable shades descend, 
The holy priest shall join our hands for ever. 
And life shall prove but one long bridal-day. 
Till then, in scenes of pleasui'e lose thy grief 5 
Or strike the lute, or smile among the flowers. 
They'll sweeter smell, and fairer bloom for thee. 
Alas ! Tm torn from this dear tender side. 
By weighty reasons, and important calls. 
Nay, even by love itself— I quit thee now. 
But to deserve thee more. V^hey embrace. 

Mand, Your friends are here. [Exit. Mand. 

Mem* Excellent creature! how my soul pants for 
But other passions now begin their claim ; [thee I 

Doubt, and disdain, and sorrow, and revenge. 
With mingling tumult tear up all my breast ; 
Oh, how unlike the softnesses of love I 

Syphoces enters. 

Sypb. Hail, worthy Memnon. 

Mem. Welcome, my Syphoces. 
And much I hope thou bring' st a bleeding heart, 
A heart that bleeds /or others' miseries, 
Bravely regardless of its own, though gi^at. 
That first of characters. 
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Sypb. And there's a second, 
Not far behind— to rescue the distressed} 
Or die. 

Mem, Yes, die j and visit those brave men. 
Who, from the first of time, have bathM their handi 
In tyrant's blood, and grasp'd their honest swords 
As part of their own being, when the cause. 
The public cause, demanded. Oh, my friend ! 
How long shall Egypt groan in chains? How long 
Shall her sons fall in heaps without a foe ? 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Busiris, 
His people's father ! and the state's defence ! 
Yet but a remnant of the land survives. 

Sypb. What havock have I seen ? Have we not known 
A multitude become a morning's prey. 
When troubled rest, or a debauch has soured 
The monster's temper ? then 'tis instant death; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the sweeping scythe, not the poor mercy 
To starve and pine at leisure in their chains. 
But what fresh hope, that we receive your summons 
To meet you here this morning 1 

Mem, Know, Syphoces, 
'Twas on this day my warlike father's blood. 
So often lavish'd in his country's cause, 
And greatly sold for conquest and renown,— 
'Twas on this execrable day it flow'd 
On bis own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Snaokd in the dust, and wash'd a ruffian's feet. 
This guilty day, returning, routes all 
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My smothered rage, and blows it to a flame. 
Where are our friends ? 

Sypb» At hand. Ranieses, 
Last night, ^hen gentle rest o'er nature s[>read 
Her still command, and care alone was /raking 
Like a dumb, lonely, discontented, ghost. 
Entered my chamber, and approached my bed j 
With bursts of passion, and a peal of groans. 
He recollects his godlike brother's fate. 
The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder. 
And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the fellness of his boiling rage, 
Methought the night grew darker as he frown'd. 

Mem. I know he bears the prince most deadly hatej 
But this will enter deeper in his soul, \^Sh€^s a letter , 
And rouze up passions, which till now have slept : 
Murder will look like innocence to this. 

Syph, How, Memnon ? 

Mem, This reminds me of thy fate; 
The queen has courted thee with profFer'd realms. 
And sought by threats to bend thee to her will ; 
She languishes, she burns, she wastes away 
In fruitless hopes, and dies upon thy name. 

Syph, Oh, fatal love I which stung by jealousy, 
Expeird a life far dearer than my own. 
By cursed poison— Aii, divine Apame 1 
And could the murderess hope she should inherk 
This heart, and fill thy place within these arms ?— 
But grief sliall yield — —Revenge, I'm wholly thine. 

Mem» The tyrant too is wanton in his age 5 
He shews tliat all his thoughts are not in blood : 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



iSL BVSIRIS. ftt 

Love claims its share ^ he envies poor Rameses 
The softness of his bed j and thinks Amelia 
A mistress worthy of a monarches arms. 

Sypb. But see, Rameses comes I a sullen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him through the dusk ! 

Rameses, Pheron, stnd other Conspirators, enter. 

Mem, To what, my friends, shall Memnon bid you 
welcome? 
To tombs, and melancholy scenes of death ? 
I have no costly banquets, such as spread 
Prince Myron's table, when your brother fell, 

[To Rameses. 
I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment. 
Such as the queen prepai'd for thee, Syphoccs. 
Yft he not discontent, my valiant friends I 
Busiris reigns, and *tis now out of season 
To look on ought may mind us of our fate: 
His sword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Thinks the day lost that is not marked with blood. 
^am. And have wc felt a tyiant twenty years. 
Felt him, as tlte raw wound the burning steel. 
And are we murmuring out our midnight curses. 
Drying our tears incomers, and complaining? 
Our hands are forfeited. Gods i strike them off* 
Ho hands we netd to fasten our own chains. 
Our masters will do that ; and we want souk 
To rais^ them to aa use more wor^y men. 
C 
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Mem, Ruffles your temper at offences past? 
Here then> to sting thee into madness. 

[Gi'ves the Letter. Rameses reads. 

Ram. Oh! - • 

Sypb, See how the struggling passions shake his frame I 

Ram. My bosom's joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love. 
Far dearer than my soul ! and shall ray wife. 
The mother of my little innocents, 
Be taken from us ? Torn from me, from mine I 
Who live but on her sight ! and shall I hear 
Her cries for succour, and not rush upon him ? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me. 
And struggles, with his little arms, to save her. 
Tliese veins have still some gen'rous blood in store. 
The dregs of those nch streams his wars have drainMf 
I'll giv't in dowry with her, 

Pber. Well resolved : 
A tardy vengeance shares the tyrant's guilt. 

Ram. Let me embrace thee, Pheron, thou art brave, 
And dost disdain the coldness of delay. 
Curse on the man that calls Kameses friend. 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this j 
When rage and lancour are the proper virtues. 
And loss of reason is the mark of men. 

Mem. Thus I've determin'd: when the midnight 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams [hour 
Of humbled foes, or his new mistress' love, 
Then we will rush at once, let loose the terrors 
Of rage pent in, and struggling twenty years 
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To find a Tent, and at one dreadful blow 

Begin and end the war. - 

A more auspicious juncture could not happen i 

The Persian, who for years has joinM our countelf , 

Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and in pi ivate 

Long nursed the glorious appetite with gold. 

This morn with transport snatch'd the wish'd occasion 

Of throwing his resentment wide, and now 

He frowns in arms, and gives th* event to fate. 

Ram. This hand shall drag the tyrant from the 
And stab the royal victim on this altar. [throne, 

[^Pointing to the totnb, 

Mem, Oh, justly thought! Friends, cast your eye* 
Afl that most awful is, or great in nature, [around $ 
This solemn scene presents ; the gods are here, 
And here our fam'd forefathers' sacred tombs. 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 
Let us not aft beneath the grand assembly! 
The slighted altars tremble, and these tomb* 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 
Come then, surround my fether's monument. 
And call his shade to witness to your vows. 

Kam, Nor his alone. Oh, all ye mighty dead! 
Illustrious shades ! who nightly stalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and shake his guilty soul, 
Whether already you converse with gods. 
Or stray below in melancholy glooms. 
From earth, from air, from heaven, and from hell^ 
Come, 1 conjure you, by the prisoner's chain, 
Thr widow's sighing, and the orphan's tears, 
Cij ' 
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The virgin's shrieks, the hero's spouting veins. 
By gods blasphem'd, and free-born men enslav'd ! 

Mem, Hear, Jove, and you most injurM heroes, hear I 
While vfc o'er this thrice hallowM monument 
Thus join our hands, and kneeling to the gods» 
Fast bind our souls to great revenge! 

All, We swea r ■ 

Mem, This night the tyrant and his minions bleed \ 
And flames shall lay those palaces in dust, 
Whose gilded domes now glitter in the sun. 

Pber, So now my foe is taken in the toil ; 
And I've a second cast for this proud maid 
It is an oath well spent, a perjury 
Of good account in vengeance, and in love. [AsUi. 

Mem, We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand assembly : 
A thousand unseen heroes walk among us ; 
My father rises fi-om his tomb, his wounds 
Bleed all afresh, and consecrate the day 5 
He waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance ; 
More than this world shall thank us. Oh, my friends I 
Such our condition, we have nought to lose. 
And great may be our gain, if this be great. 
To crush a tyrant, and preserve a state ; 
To still the clamours of our fathers' blood 5 
To fix the basis of the public good 5 
To leave a f ime eternal j then to soar. 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore. 
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ACT 11. SCENE L 

The Palace. A magnificent Throne discoveredy anise^ 
'oeral Courtiers luaLklng to and fro, Syphoces and 
R A M B s E s enter. Shouts at a distance, 

Rameses. 
What means this dust and tumult in the court. 
These streamers fooling in the wind, these shouts. 
The tyrant blazing in full insolence. 
And all his gaudy courtiers basking round him. 
Like poisonous vermin in a dog-day sun ? 

Sjpb. Your father and prince Myron are arriv'd,' 
And with one peal of joy the nation rings. 

Ram. Long has my father serv'd this tyrant king. 
With zeal well worthy of a better cause : 
Though with his helm he hides a hoary brow. 
Long vers'd in death, the father of the field. 
At the shrill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourscore years, and springs upon the foe. 
The transport danger gives him, conquers nature. 
And a short youth boils up within his veins. 

Sypb. Behold, this way they pass to meet the king. 

Myron and Nicanor/^w the Stage ivitb Attendants, 
Ram. What pity 'tis that one so lost in guilt. 
Should thus engage the sight with manly charms. 
And make vice lovely I [Looking on Myron, 

c iy 
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Sypb, Pardon me, Rameses : 
Though to my foe, I most be ever jntt. 
He's gen Vous, gratdiily aftable, and brave ; 
But then he knows no limit to his passion : 
The tempest-beaten bark is not so toss'd 
As is his reason, when those winds arise j 
And though he draws a fatal sword in battle. 
And kindles in the warm pursitit of fame. 
Pleasure subdues him quite j the sparkling eye. 
And generous bowl bear down bis graver raindj 
•While fiery spirits dance along his veins. 
And keep a constant revel in his heart. 

Ram, But here the tyrant comes I— With what excess 
Of idle pride will he receive his son ! 
How with big words will he swell out this conquest. 
And into grandeur puff his little tales ! 

BusiRis enters, and ascends the Throne; on the ather 
side, Myron and N i c a N o R enter. 

Bus, Welcome, my son, greater partner of my fame! 
I thank thee for th' increase of my dominions, 
That now more mountains rise, more rivers flow. 
And more staVs shine in my still growing empire. 
The sun himself surveys it not at once, 
But travels for the view, whilst far disjoined. 
My 8ubje6ls live unheard of by each other 5 
These wrapped in shades, while those enjoy the light 5 
Their day is various, but their king the same. 

Mjr, Here, sir, your thanks are due ; to this old ami. 
Whose nerves not threescore winter camps unbend, ' 
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Yon owe jtKa vi^oiy, And I my life. 
When my fierce courser, with a javelin rtung, 
First reared ift ar, tf»cn tearing with a bound 
The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidst tlie fo« ; 
And now a thousand deaths from ev'ry side. 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung j 
Through the thrort^'d legions like a temy^st msh^d 
This friend, o*cr gasping heroes, rolling steeds. 
And snatched me from m) fate. 

Bus. I thank thee, general. 
Thou hast a heart that swells with loyalty, 
And throws off the inffe^ion of these timdf j 
But thy degenerate boy ■ ' ■■ 

Kic, Ko more my son, 
I cut him off, my guilt, my punishment. 
Look not, dread Sir, on rac through his offfeftcej 
Oh, let not that discolour all my" service. 
And xxiin those who blame him for his crime. 

hu. Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain 5 
Stibje6^s shall work my will, or feel luy pow'r, 
The'u" di«obMience shall not be my guilt j 
Who is their welfare, gfory, and defence ? 
The land that yields them food, and ev'ry stream 
That slakes their thirst, the air they breathe is mine. 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment. 
By due submission, a too great return ? 
Death and destruftion are within my call— — 
But thou shalt flourish in thy master's smile. 
A faithful minister adorns my crown, 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 
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Nic^ Take but one more, one small one to yout 
favour^ 
And then my soul's at peace— I have a daughter^ 
An only daughter, now^an only child, * 
Since her lost brother's folly j she deserves 
The most a father can for so much goodness ; 
Her mother's dead, and we are left alone. 
We two are the whole house, nor are we two* 
In her I live, the comfort of my age 5 
And if the king extend his grace so far> 
And take that tender blossom into shelters 
Then I have all my monarch can bestow, 
Or heav'n itself, but this, that I may wear 
My life's poor remnant out in your command} 
Stretch forth my being to the last in duty, ' 
And, when the fates shall summon, die for you. 

Bus. Nicanor, know, thy daughter is our care. 

Myr, OhrSir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r. 
And with the monarch furnish out the friend ! 
Art thou not he, that gaUant.minded chief \To Nic* 
Who would not stoop to give me less than life ? 
And shall I prove ungrateful ? Shocking thought I 
He that's ungrateful has no guilt but one; 
All other crimes may pass for virtues in him. 

Nic. What joy my daughter's promis'd welfare givc» 
me, 
My lips I need not open to discover—— 
Thus humbly let me thank you. 

Bus. Dry thy tears. 
And follow us \ thy daughter's near our queeo* 
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And longs, no doubt, to see thee; bless the maid. 
And then attend us on affairs of state, 
I hear there's treason near us j though the slaves 
Fall off from their obedience, and deny 
That I'm their monarch, I'm Busiris still. 
Collefted in myself, I'll stand alone. 
And hurl my thunder, though I shake tny throne : 
Like death, asolitaiy king I'll reign 
O'er silent subje6ls, and a desert plain ; 
. Ere brook their pride, Til spread a gen'nd doom. 
And cv'ry step shall be from tomb to tomb. [Exit. 
[Myr. atnd Aul . 'who taUied aside, ad<vanct, 
Myr* Her absent beauties glow'd upon my mind. 
And sparkled in each thought. She never left me— • 
Wouldst thou believe it ? In tlie field of battle. 
In the mid terror, and the flame of fight, 
Mandane thou hast stol'n away my soul. 
And left my fame in danger— my rais'd arm 
Has hung in air, forgetful to descend, 
Aad for a moment spar'd the prostrate foe—* 
Oh, that lier birth rose equal to my ow^n ! 
Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 
A lawfil bliss— and why not now ? Methinkt 
Absence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and heightened ev'ry chjtrm. 
Aul. Shs comes. 

Myr, That modest grace subdu'd my soul. 
That chistity of look, which seems to hang 
A veil of purest light o'er all h^r beauties. 
And by forbidding most inflames desire. 
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Man DANE enters. 
What tender force I What dignity divine I 
What virtue consecrating ev'ry feature ! 
Around that neck, what dross are gold and pearl t 
Mandane ! Powerful being, whose .first wght 
Gives me a transport not to be expiess^d j 
And with one moment over-pays a year 
Of danger, toil, and death, and absence from thee« 

Mand, My Lord, I sought my father. 

Myr. Leave me not, 
I've much to say j much more than you conceive. 
Ye», by the gods, much more than I can utter. 
My breath is snatch'd, I tremble, I expire : \^Jssdt, 
Nay, here I'll offer tender violenc e 

[Takes ber band* 
May I not breathe my soul upon this hand. 
When your eyes triumph, and insult my pain ? 
Permit me here to take a small revenge. 

Maud. My Lord, I am not conscious of my faolt* 

Myr, ^Tisfalse— I know the language of those eyes; 

They use me ill see my heait beat, Mandane | 

Believe not me, but tell yourself my passion- 
Is it in art to counterfeit within ? 
To drive the spirits, and inflame the blood ? 
Each nerve is piercM with lightening from your eye. 
And every pulse is in the throbs of love. 

Matid. My Lord, my duty calls, I must not stay. 

Myr. Give roe a moment ; I have that to speak 
Will burst me, if supprcst Oh, hcav'nly maid : 
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Thy charms are doubled, ^o is thy disdain— 
Who is it ? Tell rac who enjoys thy smile j 
Theie is a happy man, I swear there is j 
I know it by your coldness to your friend- 
That thou^t has fix'd a scorpion on my heart. 

That stings to death and is it possible 

You ever spoke of Myron in his absence. 
Or cast, at leisure, a light thought that way ? 

Mandm I thought of you, my lorct and of my father. 
And prayed for your success j nor must I now 
Keglect to give him joy. 

Mjr, Yet stay, you shall not go— Ungrateful woman! 
I would not wrong your father j but by heav'n 
His love is hatred, if compared with mine. 
I understand whence this unkindness flows 5 
Your heart resents some licence of my youth. 
When love had touch'd my brain . You may forgive me,. 
Because I never shall forgive rayseJf 5 
fttt that you live, I'd rush upon my sword. 
If yon forgive me, I shall now approach, 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch 
Redeemed from baseness to the ways of honour, 
And to my passion join my gratitude. 
Each time I kneel before you, I shall rise 
As well a better as a happier man, 
Indebted to your virtue and your love, 
Mand, I must not hear you. 
Myr. Oh, torment me not 1 
Hear me you must, and morf — Your father's valour. 
In the late battle, rescuM me from death : 
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And how shall I be grateful ? Thou'rt a princess — ' 
Think not, Mandane, this a sudden start, 
A Rash of love, that kindles and expires : 
Long have I weigh'd it : since I parted hence. 
No night has pass'd but this has broke my rest. 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, I wed thee 
In the maturest counsel of my soul, 

Mand. Oh, gods, I tremble at the rising storm ! 
Where can this end ? IJjuU, 

Myr, And do you then despise me ? 

Mand. My lord, I want the courage to accept 
What far transcends my merit, and for ever 
Must silently upbraid my little worth. 

Myr, Have I forsook myself, foregone my temper> 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth. 
And falPn in love with virtue most severe ? 
Turn'd superstitious to make thee my friend ? 
Gods ! have I struggled through the powerful reasoiis 
That strongly combated my fond resolves ? 
Was wealth o'erlookM, and glory of no weight, 
My4)arent's crown forgot, and my own conquests, 
And all to be refused ; to sooth your pride. 
And make my rival sport ? 

Mand. With patience hear me $ [Kneels. 

Nor let my trust in Myron prove my ruin* 

Myr, Distraction ! Art thou marry'd ? 

Mand. Oh ! 

Myr. My heart foretold it — Ah, my soul ! Auletes— 

[SfwoonSM 

Jul. Madam, 'tis prudent in you to withdraw. 

[Exit Mandanc, 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



Myr. r do not live — ^I caiinor bear the light ! 
WlicfE is Mandane ? Bat I would not know : 
Stie is fiQt T%ine, Yet tliQUgh not mine in love, 
R^venge^ my just revenge, may overtake her. 
Ob^ how 1 hate her ! Let me know her faults. 
Did tlie proud maid Insult rne in distress, 
A ad smile to see tns gasping ? Speak, Auletes, 
Did she not sigh ? Sure she might pity me, 
Though all her love is now another's right. 

Aui. She s ig b ' d 3 nd we pt j but I renio v 'd her from you . 

Mjr. It was well dont\ Yet I could gaze for ever. 
Atid did $be s%h, and did ii^he drop a tear ? 
Tbe tc^iTi she shed for nie .nre surely mine j 
And shall another djy them on those cheeks. 
And in Like them an excuie for greater fondness ? 
Sball I assist the villain in 1 J^ joys ? 
No, I witi tear her from him. 
|]i pudge her beauties to ilie gods that gave them. 
My Lord J have temper* 
r And another's passion 
lOilthat iipl annther's burning arms 

%\n*d round tlie lovely wiiiist for which I die, 

odibt conscntiii^, wooiui^, growing to him I 
at goldirn st-'ciit ?, when absent did I feign J 

^^tmt lovely piftures did I draw in air! 
Vi'hbt Injury of thought I and see my fate I ' 

>kiil ih^r.i iny lA.we enjoy her, and I languish • 
In tny friitmphal C4r, my Cmt on purple, 
A-^ o*ci' luy bead a can-j^y of gold; 
t.tv'in ftty nod,'atui mouarchs in my triun? 
D 
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What if I stab him ? No j she will not wed 

His murderer, I never forraM a wish. 

But full fruition taught me to forget it, ^ 

And am I lessened by my,late success ? 

And have I lost my conquest ? Fly, Auletes, 

And tell he r 

jiul. What, my Lord ? 

Myr. No, bid he r ' 

AuL Speak. 

Mjr. I know not what. My heart is torn asunder* 

AuL Retire, my Lord, and recompose yourself 5 
The Queen approaches. Ha ! her bosom swells, 

\^Exit Myron, 
Her pale lip trembles, a disordered haste 
Is in her steps ; her eyes shot gloomy fires.! 
When Myris is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends. 

Queen enters, 

^een, Auletes, where's the King ? 

Aul, At council. Madam. 

S^ueen. Let him know I want him, {Exit AuL 

Base ! to forget to whom he owes a crown I 
Fool I to provoke her rage whose hand is red 
In her own brother's blood 1 

BUSIRIS «;?i/PHERON ^^/^r. 
Bus, Hon id conspiracy ! 
Pber, This night was destined for the blood/ deed. 
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Btu, Mistaken villains ! if they wish my de^th. 
They should, in prudence, lay their weapons by. 
So jealous ve the gods of Egypt's glory, 
I cannot die while sla^s are arm'd against me. 
Haste, Pheron, to the dungeon, plunge them down 
Far from the hopes of day j theie let them lie 
Banished this world, while yet alive, and groan 
In darkness and in horror j let double chains 
Consume the flesh of Memnon's loaded limbs, 
Till death shall knock them off. A king's thy friend ; 
Nay, more, Busiris^ Go, let that suffice. \Exit, Phcr. 

Slueen. My Lord, your thought's engag'd. 

Bus, Affairs of state 
Dctain'd me from my Queen. * 

Sluien, The world may wait i 
I've a request, my Lord. 

Bus. Oblige me with jt. 

Slwin, Will you comply? 

Bus. My Queen, my pow'r is yours. 

S^en. Vour Queen ? 

Bus, My Queen. 

S^en. Indeed, it should be so« 
Then sign these orders for Amelia's death. ' 
He starts, turns pale, he's sinking into earth! 
Enough ; begone, and fling thee at her feet j 
Doat on my slave, and sue to her for mercy. 
Go, pour forth all the folly of thy soul j 
But bear in mind, thou giv'st not of thy own j 
Thou giv'st that kindness which I bought witli blood. 
Nor shall I lose unmov'd. 

IDij 
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Bus, I wish, my Queen, 
This still had slept a secret for thy sake j 
But since thy restless jealousy of soul 
Has been so studious of its own disquiet. 
Support it as you may. I own I've felt 
Amelia's charms, and think them worth my love. 

^een. And dar'st thou bravely own it too ! Oh, 
insult ! 
Forgetftil man! 'tis I then owe a crown I 
'I'hou hadst still grovell'd in the lower world. 
And viewed a throne at distance, had not I 
Told thee thou wert a man, and (dreadful thought!) 
Through my own brother cut thy way to empire : 
But tliou might'st well ferget a crown bestow'd 5 
That gift was small j I listenM to thy sighs. 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 

Bus, I tliank you for it. 
The gifts you made me were not .cast away 5 
I understand their worth. Husband and king 
Are names of no mean import j they rise high 
Into dominion, and are big with powV. 
Wbate'er i was, I now am Iting of Egypt, 
And Myris' Lord. 

S^en, I dream I Art thou Busiris ? 
Busiris, that has trembled at my feet, 
And art thou now my Jove with clouded brow. 
Dispensing fate, and looking down on Myris ? 
Dost thou derive thy spirit from thy crimes ? 
'Cause thou hast wrongM me, therefore dost thoa 
threaten. 
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And roll tiilne eye in anger ? Rather bend. 
And sue for pardon. Oh, detestable I 
Burn for a stranger's bed ! 

Bus, And what was mine. 
When Myris first vouchsafed to smile on me ? 

S^ueen, Distraction 1 death 1 upbraided for my love I 
Thou art not only criminal, but base. 
Mine was a godlike guilt $ ambition in it; 
Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds | 
For know, I hated when I most caressed : 
'Twas not Busiris, but the crown, that charm'd me. 
And sent its spaikling glories to my heart. 
Bat thou canst soil thy diadem with slaves. 

Bus, Syphoces is a king then. 

^en. Hat 

Bus. Let fair Amelia know the King attends her. 

iExit, 

S^en. Go, tyrant, go, and wsely, by thy shame. 
Prepare tliy way to ruin : I'll o'ertake thee, 
Living, or dead; if dead, my ghost shall rise. 
Shriek in thy ears, and stalk before thy eyes : 
In death I'll tiiuraph o'er my rival's charms. 
And chill thy blood, when clasp'd within her arms. 
Alone to suffer is beneath the gre^at j 
Tyrant, thy torments shall support my state. [Exit. 
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fh GeneraPs H9use, BusiRis enitrs^ 

Busitis, 

Here dwells my stubborn fair; Til sooth her pride. 

And lay an humbled monarch at her feet. 

But let her well consider, if she's slow 

Td welcome bliss,' and dead to glory's charms. 

Then my resentment rises in proportion 

To this high grace extended to my slave. 

And turns the force of her own chctrms against her. 

Monarchs may court, but cannot oe deny'd. 

The Queen enters, 'veiled, 

Amelw, dry thy te :»rs, and lay aside 

That melancholy veil Ha, Myris! 

S^ueen. Myris— 
A name that should like thunder strfke thine ear. 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place. 
But wherefore dost thou think I meet thee here ? 
Not with mean sighs and deprecating tears 
To humble me before thee, and increase 
irhe mimber of thy slaves, ra hope to break 
Thy resolution, and avert thy crime ; 
But to denounce, if thou shalt dare persist. 
The vengeance due to injur'd heav'n and me | 
And by this warning double thy ofteftce. 
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Think, think of vengeance, 'tis the only Joy 
Which thou hast left me j Tm ho more thy wife. 
Nor queen i but know, I am a woman still, 

AuLETES enters, 
AuL May all the gods watch o'er your life and empire^ 
And render Omen's vain I So fierce the storm. 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations shakes. 
Ami such unheard of prodigies hang o'er us. 
As make the boldest tremble. See, the moon, 
Robb'd of her light, discolour'd, without form. 
Appears a bloody feign, hung out by JoVe, 
To speak peace broken with the sons of men ; 
The Nile, as frighted, shrinks witliin its banks j 
And as this hour I pass'd great Isis' temple, 
A sudden flood of lightning rusti'd upon it. 
And laid the shrine n ashes. 

Bus, Oh, mighty Isis! • 
Why all these signs in nature? Why this tumult 
To tell me I am guilty ? If my crown 
The fates demand, why let them take it back. 
My cro\^n, indeed, I may resign j but Oh ! 
Who can awake the dead ? 

'Tis hence these spe6tres shock my midnight thoughts^ 
And nature's laws are broke to discompose me j 
'Tis I that whirl these hurricanes in air. 
And shake the earth's foundations with my guilt. 
Oh, Myris, give me back my innocence I 
^een, I bought it with an empire. 
Bus, Cheaply sold I 
Why didst thou urge my lifted arm to strike , 
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The pious king, when my own heart rccoii'd ? 

Slueen, Why did you yield when urg'd, and by a 
You that are vain of your superior reason^ [woman ? 
And swell with the prerogative of man. 
If you succeed, our counsel is of nought. 
You own it, not accepted, though enjoy'd j 
But steal the glory, and deny the favi)ur : 
Yet if a fatal consequence attend. 
Then we're the authors ; then your treacherous praise. 
Allows us sense enougli to be condemned. 

Bus, 'Tis prudent to dissemble with hei* fury. 
And wait a softer season for my love. [Aside. 

Bid Isis' priests attend their King's devotions : 
lil sooth with sacrifice the angry pow'rs. 
Swift to my dungeons ; bid their darksome wombs 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars.} 
Ten tliousand lives to heay'n devoutly pour. 
Nor let the sacred knife ^ow cool from blood. 
Till sevenfold Nile, infedled with the stain. 
In all his streams flows purple to the main. [ExiU 

Slueen. Thin artifice I I know the sacrifice 
You most intend. But I will dash your joys : 
Thou, vi6lim, and thy goddess, both shall feej mc. 

AuL Madam, the Prince. 

S^een. And is he still afflicted? 

Aul, It grieves your faithfal sei*vantto relate itt 
He struggles manfully, but all in vain ; 
Someti lies be calls his music to his aid. 
He strives with martial strains to fire his blood. 
And rouze his soul to battle : 
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Then he relapses into love again. 

Feeds the disease, and doals upon his ruin. ' 

^en. Why seeks he h«re the cause of all his sorrows ? 

Aul, He seeks not here Mandane, but her father 5 
For friendship is tlie balm of all our cares. 
Melts in the wound, and softens ev'ry fate. 

iMartial Mustek^ 

Myron enters at a distance, 

S>ueen. Heav'ns, what a glory blazes from his eye! 
What force, what majesty in ev'ry motion 1 
As at each step he trod upon a foe ! 

Mjr, Oh, that this ardor would for ever last! 
It shall, nor will I curse my being more : 
Chain'd kings, and QonquerM kingdoms are before mi j 
ril bend the bow, and launch the whistling spear. 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the stream. 
Where thickest faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze. 
Rush in, and find amusement from my pain. 
rU number my own heart among my foes. 
And conquer it, or die. [£;n>« 

S^een, The thoughts of war 
Will soon dislodge the fair-one from his breast. 
But this has broken in on my intent ■ 

I would remind thee of my late commands. 

AuL Madam, 'tis needless to remind your slave j 
At dead of night I set the prisoners free. 

Slueen. Yes, set the prisoners free ; 'tis great revengp. 

Such as my soul pants after It becomes me. 

OU, it will gall the tyrant I stab him home I 
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And if one spark of gratitude survives. 

Soften Syphoces to my fond desire ; 

The tyrant's torment is my only joy. 

Ye gods ! or let me perish, or destroy. 

Or rather both ; for what has life to boast. 

When vice is tasteless grown, and virtue lost? 

Glory and wealth I call upon in vain. 

Nor wealth, nor glory, can appease my painj 

My every joy upbraids me with my guilt. 

And triumphs tell me sacred blood is spilt, [^Exit Slueen. 

Myron comes forward, 
Myr, The shining images of war are fled. 
The fainting trumpets languish in mine ear. 
The banners furlM, and all the sprightly blaze 
Of burnish'd amour, like the setting sun. 
Insensibly is vanished from my thought: 
No battle, siege, or storm, sustain my soul 
In wonted grandeur, and fill out my breast j 
But softness steals upon me, melting down 
My nigged heart in languishment and sighs. 
And pours it out at my Mandane's feet. 
I see her e*en this moment stand before me. 
Too fair for sight, and fatal to behold. 
I have her here, I clasp her in my .arms. 
And in the madness of excessive love. 
Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderness, 

Aul, My lord, too much you cherish this delusion* 
She's another's, 

Myr, Do not tell me so ; 
Say rather she's dead 5 tach heav'nly chaim 
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Tum'd into horror! Oh, the pain of pains 
Is when the fiair-one whom our soul is fond of 
i Gives transport, and receives it from another! 
How does my soul burn up with strong desire. 
Now shrink into itself, now blaze again ! 
I'll tear and rend the strings that tie mc to her : 
If I stay loilger here, I'm \mdone. 

As be^s goings Ni c a n o R enters. 
Nic, My Prince, (and since such honours you vouch- 
My friend, I have presumed upon your favour : [safe) 
J This is my daughter's birth-day, and tliis night 
i I dedicate to joys which ever languish, 
f If you refuse to crown them with your presence, 
Myr. Nicanor, I was warm en other thoughts 
Nic, I am still near you in the day of danger. 
In toilsome marches, and the bloody field. 
When nations against nations clash in arms. 
And half a people in one groan expire : 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown aside, 
Cast off, and useless in the hour of peace ? 

Myr, Since then you press it, I must be your guest— 
Methinks I labour, as I onward move. 
As under check of some controuling pow'r. \^ Aside* 
What can this mean? wine may relieve my thoughts. 
And mirth, and converse. Hit my soul agaim \^hxeunU 

*rbe back Scene draiMS and uisco'vers a Banquet » 

MAfJDANE enters f riih.j drest, 

Mand, It was this day that gave me life ; this day 

Should give me much more, should give me Mcmnon too : 
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But I am rival'd by his chains, they clasp 

The hero round, (a cold, unkind embrace !) 

And but an earnest of far worse to come. 

While he, my soul, in dungeon darkness clos'd. 

Breathes damp unwholesome steams,and lives on poison, 

I am compell'd to suffer ornaments, 

To wear the rainbow, and to bhze in gems j 

To put on the shining guilt of dress. 

When 'tis almost a crime that I still live. 

These eyes which can't dissemble, pouring forth 

The dreadful truth, are honest to my heart. 

These robes. Oh, Memnon ! are Mandane's chains. 

And load, and gall, and wring her bleeding heart. 

\^Exit Mandane, 

Myron, Nicanor, Auletes enter y &c, Tbej take 
their places, 

Nic* Sound louder, sound,and waft my wish tolicav'n. 
Here me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray'r : 
For ever shine propitious on my daughter, 
Protefl her, prosper her, and when I'm dead 
Still bless me in Mandane's happiness. 

[Tbe bonul goes round, Mustek, 
Haste, call my daughter ; none can taste of joy. 
Till she,^ the mistress of the feast, is with us. 

I A servant brings Nicanor a letter j he reads it. 
The king's commands at any hour are welctVne. 

Myr, Not leave us, general ! 

N'ic, Ha I the king here writes me. 
The discontented populace, that held 
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O'er midnight bowls their desperate cabsds^ 
Are now in bc^d defiance to his power. 
Amid the terrors of this stormy night, 
Ev'n now, they deluge all yon western vale. 
And form a war, impatient for the day. 
The spreading poison too has caught his troops. 
And the revolting soldiers stand in anus, 
Mix'd with seditious citizens. 
Myr. Your call is great. 

Mandane tTiters. Myron starts from bis seat in 
disorder, 

"Mand, Oh, Memnon ! how shall I become a banquet. 
Suppress my sorrow, and comply with joy ? 
Severest fate ! am I deny'd to grieve ? I Aside, 

Nic. Be comforted, my child, I'll soon return. 
Why dost thou make me blush ? I feel my tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. 

Myr, . I must away : 
Her smiles were dreadful, but her tears are death. 
I can no more. I sink beneath her charms. 
And feel a deadly sickness at my heart. 

[Aside to Auktt$» 

Nic. Your cheek is pale, I dare not let you part. 
You are not well. 

Myr» A small indisposition ; 
I soon shall throw it from me. Farewell, general | 
Conquest attend your arms. 

Nic, You shall not leave 
Your servant's roof; 'tis an unwholesome air, 
Ai^ my apaitment wants a guest* 
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' Myr, Nitaiior, 
If health returns, I shall not press my couch. 
And hear of distant conquests j but o'ertake thee. 
And add new terror to the front of war. 

Ktc. Mean time, you are a guardian to ray child; 
Let her not miss a father in my absence j 
She's all my soul holds dear. 

Both, I^arewell. Farewell. [Embrace. 

[Nicanor tvaits on Myron <^ffthe Jtagf, and returns* 

Kic, My child, I feel a tenderness at heart 
I never felt before. Come nf ar, Mandane, 
Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father. 
Thy dying-mother with her clay-cold band 
Press'd mine, then turning on thee her faint eye. 
Let fall a tear of fondness, and expired. 
I cannot love thee well enough ; her grace 
Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 
Let me embrace you both — My heart o'erllows— - 
If I sliould fall-r— thy mother's monument 

But I shall kill thy tenderness No more * 

Nay, do not weep, I shall return again. 
And with my dearest child sit down in peap^. 
And long enjoy her gpodness. 

Mand. If the gods 
Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 

Nic, Farewell, my only care ; my soul is with thesj 
Regard yourself, and you remember me. \^Exit» 

My tLQH ami Av LET Es enter, 
Myr, No place can give me ease ; my restless thought, 
Like working billows in a troubled sea. 
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Tosses me to and fj o, nor know I whither* 
What am I, who, or where? Hal where indeed! 
But let me pause, and ask myself again 

If I am well awake Impetuous bliss ! 

My heart leaps up, my mounting spirits blaze! 
My soul is in a tempest of deligh^I 

AuU My lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 
Strange tumults in your breast, 

Afj?r. What hour of night? 

Aid, My Lord;, the night's far spent. 

Myr, The gates are barr*d. 
And all the houshold is composed to rest? 

Aul. S^\ J and the great Nicanor's own apartment. 
Proud to receive a royal guest, expefts you. 

M>r. Perdition on thy soul for naming him! 
Nicanor! Oh, I never shall sleep more ! 
Defend me ! Whither wandered my bold thoughts ! 
Broke loose from reason, how did they run mad ! 
And now they are come home, all arm*d with stings. 
And pierce my bleeding heart—— 
I beg the gods to disappoint my crime. 
Yet almost wish them deaf to my desire t 
I long, repent ; lepent, and long again 5 
And every moment ditfers from the last. 
I must no longer parley with destru6lion. 
Auletes, seize me, force me to my chamber. 
There chain me down, and guard me from myself: 
Hell rises in each thought j 'tis time to fly. {Exeitra. 
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Mandanb ^a^Rameses enter. 

Ram. I hope your fears have giv'n a false alarm. 

Mand. You've heard my frequent visions of the iiight« 
You know my father's absence, Myron's passion § 
Just now I met him ; at my sight he startecl. 
Then with such ardent eyes he wandered o'er me. 
And gaz'd with such malignity of love. 
Sending his soul out to me in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir'd. 

Ram, No more ; my friends, (which, as I have in* 
form'd you. 
The queen, to gall the tyrant, has set free) 
Are lodg'd within yoiu* call ; th' appointed signal^ 
If danger threatens, brings them to your rescue* 

Mand, Where are they ? 

Ram, In the hall beneath your chamber. 
Memnon alojic is wanting j he's providing 
For your escape before the morning dawn* 
The rest in vizors, fearing to be known, 
Haveventur'd through the streets for your protcftion. 

ManJ, Auspicious turn ! then I again am happy. 

Ram, Auspicious turn indeed ! and what completes 
The happiness, the base man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low : I watch'd him from the king | 
I took him warm, while he with lifted brow, , 
Confess'd high thought, and triumph'd in his mien } 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
•Tis late j refresh yourself witli sleep, Mandanc. 

lExit Mandane« 
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So> 'tis res<^v;cl, if Myron dares attempt 

So black a crjme» it justifies the blow : 

He dies, and my poor brother's ghost shall smile* 

This way he hends his steps \ I hate l)is sight. 

And shallj 'till death has made it lovely to me. \E9cit* 

Myron tf«^ Aulete enter* 

Myr, Oh, how this passion, likea whirlpool^ drives mc^ 
With giddy, rapid iiK>tion, round and round* 
I know not where, and draws in all my soul 1 
I reason much, but reason about her $ 
And where she is, all reason dies before her; 
And arguments but tell me I am conquered •—«• 
So black the night, as if no star e'er shone 
In all the wide expanse j the liglitning's flash 
But shews the darkness, and the bursting clouds 
With peals of thunder seem to rock the land. 
Not beasts of prey dare now from shelter roam. 
But howl in dens, and make the forests groan. 
What then am I ? A monster yet more fell 
Than haunts the wilds ?— I am, and threaten more—* 
My breast is dajker than this dreadful night. 
And feels a fiercer tempest rage within—— 
1 must — I Mfill — ^This leads tap to her chamber—— 
Did not the raven croak } \Starting^ 

Jul. I hear her not. 

Myr. By heav'n, methinks ea^h trembles under me I 
Awake, ye furies, you are wanting to me; 
Oh, finish me in ill ! Oh, take me whole ! 
Or, gods, confirm me good jvithout allay» 

E iij n ] 
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Nor leave me thus at variance wkh myself! 

Let me not thus be dash'd from side to side——* 

The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me. 

Confided in me, gave her to my care, 

Nor long since sav'd my life and doubt I still ? 

I'm guilty of the feft ; here let me lie. 

And rather groan for ever in the dust, \ 

And float the marble pavement with my tears. 

Than rise into a monster. {flings himself doU/n^ 

Man DANE passing at a distance^ speaks to a Servant* 

Mand. Well, observe me, 
Befor^^ the rising sun my lord arrives. 
To seal our vows ; the holy priest is with him. 
Watch to receive them at the western gate, 
And privatdy conduft them to my chamber. 

[Exeunt Mandane artd SerfDonf, 

Mjr, [Starting up,"] Oh, torments, racks and flames f 
then she expects him 
With open arms 1 Am I cast out for ever. 
For ever must despair, unless I snatch 
The present moment ? She is all prepared, 
Her wishes waking, and her heart on fire ! 
That powerful thought sweeps heav'n and hell before it. 
And lays all open to the Prince of Egypt, 
Born to enjoy whatever he desires. 

And fling fear, anguisl^ and remorse behind him, ' 

I see her midnight dress, her flowing hair. 
Her slackenM bosom, her relenting mien % 
All the forbidding forms of day flung off 
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For yieldingsoftneu— — Oh, I'm all coafasionl 

I shiver in each joint 1 Ah, the was made 

To justify the blackest crimes, and gild 
Kuin and death with her destmdiye charms t 

Aul. You'llforce her then? 

Myr. Thou villain, but to think it 
No, I'll solicit her with all my pow'r j 
Conquest and crowns shall sparkle in her sight. 
If she consent, thy Prince is bless'd indeed. 
Takes wing, and tow'rs above mortality! 
If she resist, I put an end to pain. 
And lay ^ny breathless body at her feet. 

Mandanb passing at a distance to ber cb0mber\ Myron 
meets ber, 

Mand. Is this well done, my lord? 

3f)T. Condemn me not 
Before you hear me : let this posture tell you^ 
I'm not so guilty as perhaps your fears. 
Your commendable, modest fears suspe^V. 
Nay do not go, you know not what to doj 
I would receive a favour, not constrain it. 
Return, or good Nicanor, best of fathers. 
Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 

Mand, And dare you then pronounce that sacred 
And yet persist? Were you his mortal foe, [name. 
What could your malice more ? 

Myr, Oh, fair Mandane 1 
I know my fault, I know your virtue tooj 
But such the violence of my disorder,. 
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That I dare tempt e>n you. Methinks, that guilt 

Has somethimg lovely which proclaims your pow* r ■ ■ 

But touch me with your hand^ I die with faiiat* 

Why swells your eye ? By hcav'n, Td rather see 

All nature mourn, than you let M a tear I 

I own I'm mad, hut Fm mad of love. 

You can't condemn me more than I myself j 

In that we are agreed, agree in all. 

Condenln, but pity me ; resent, but yield | 

For, Oh, I burn, I rave> I die, with love! 

Mand. Oh, Su-!— — 

Afyr. Nay, do not weep so j it will kill me 5 
This moment, while I speak, my eyes-are darkened j 
I-cannot teeth«fr| and my trembling limbs 
Refuse to bear tlieir weight : all left of life 
Is tjiat I love : if love was in our pow'r. 
The fault were mine j since not, you mxi^ comply* 
How godlike to bestow more heav'nly joys 
Than you can think, and I support, and live ? 

Mand, Oh, how can you abuse your sacred reason^ 
That particle of Heav'n, that soul of Jove, 
To varnish o'er, and paint so black a crime 1 
Oh, Prince ! - 

Myr, What says Mandane \ 

Mand, Sir, observe me ; 
My bursting sighs, and ever-streaming tears, 
Your noble nature has with pity Seen j 
But would they not work deeper in your soul. 
Were you convinced my sorrows flow for you ? 
For you, my lord, they flow : for I am safe \ 
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(I know you are surpris'd) they flow for you s 
Myron, my father's friend^ my prince, my gues t 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my peace. 
And need I further reason for these tears? 
Nature affords no object of concern 
So great, as to behold a genVous mind 
Driven by a sudden gust, and dashM on guilt. 
'Tis base, you ought not 5 'tis impracticable. 

You cannot Make necessity your choice j 

Not let one moment of defeated guilt. 
Of firuitless baseness, overthrow the glory 
Your whole illustrious life has dearly bought 
In toilsome marches, and in fields of blood. 



AuLETES and Servants enter. 

Aid. My lord, your life's beset 5 the room beneath 
Is thronged with rufiians, which but wait the signal 
To rush and sheath their daggers in your heart. 

Myr. Betray 'd ! Curs'd sorceress! It was a plot 
Concerted by them all to take my life, 
And this the bait to tempt me to the foil. 
She dies 



Aid. No, first enjoy, then murder 1 
Trust to my condu6V, and you still are safe. 
They all are masked ; I have my vizor too. 
But time is short j for once confide in me. 
You, Sir, for safety, fly to your apartment j 

\Jo the Prinpc. 
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You bear Mandanc to her closet— You, 

[To Sif'vantj'. ^ 
Speed to the southern gate, and burst it open, 

[As the Servants sei%e Mandane» she gi'ves the sign^^ 
She is borne off, 

Rameses a«^ Conspirator! enter^ masked. 

Ram, The villain fled ? Perdition intercept him ! 
Disperse, fly several, ways, let each man bear 
A steady point well leveird at his heart. 
If he escapes us now, success attend himj 
May he for ever triumph. 

[As tfceypass the stage in cOTfusion, Auletcs efitefs, 
masked, among them, 

AuL Ha ! why halt you ? 
Pursue, pursue ! e'en now I saw the monster. 
The villain, Myrou, with these eyes I saw him 
Bearing his prize swift to the western gate : 
There, there it burst. [A n^lse nvitbout^. 

All, Away, pursue. [Exeunt. 

Aul. [Without.] 'Tisdonej 
Advance the massy bar, and all is safe : 
Stand heie, aiid with your lives defend the pass. 

^YKOYi enters* 

Myr. I shall at least have time for vengeance on her. 
And then I care not if I die. Baibarians ! 
Their swords are pointed at my life ! 'Tis well ! 
But I will give them an excuse for murder ; 
^uch, such a cause OIF, love, and soft compassion j 
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Harden, each sinew of my heart, to steel. 
I'll do, what, done. Will shock myself, and those 
Whom time seU fai thest from this dreadful hour. 

Mandane inters^ forced in by AuLBTES. 

Mand, By all the powers that can revenge afalshood* 
^'m innocent from any thoughts of blood, 

Myr, Why then your champions here in arms ? 'Tis 
false. 

Mand, Ah, let my life suffice you for the wrong 
You charge upon roe f Oh, my royal master ! 
My safety from all ill ! my gi-eat defender I 
Or did my father but insult my tears. 
And give me to your care to suffer wrong ? 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father s 
He loves us both, and my severe distress 
Will scarce more deeply wound him than your guilt. 
[Myron nvalh passionately at a distance. 

Myr. Slaves, are you sworn against me? Stop her 
voice. 
And bear her to my chamber. 

Mand. Oh, Sir ! Oh, Myron f x 

Behold my tears — here I will fix for eve r 
I'll clasp your feet, and grow into the earth 
Oh, cut me, hew roe, give to ev'ry limb 
A sepai*ate death ! — ^but spare my spotless virtue | 
But spare my fame—You wound to distant ages. 
And through all time my memory will bleed. 

Myr, Distraftion I all the pains of hell arc on me ! 

lAs the Servants force in Mandane. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



5^ BusiRis. AS in. 

Mand, Oh, Memuon ! Oh, my Lord t — ^my life ! 

where art thou ? \^Sbe is borne off. 

£Myron expresses sudden possum and surprise ^ stands 
anvbile fixed in ostonLsbment, then speaks* 

Myr, As many accidents concur to work 
My passions up to this unheard-of crime. 
As if the gods designed it Be it then 

Their fault, not mine ^Menmon 1 said ^he not 

Memnon? 
My heart began to stagger, but 'tis ove r ■■ ' - 
Heaven blast me, i£ I thought it possible 

I could be still more cursM That hated dog-* 

* Her lord, her life !' — I thank her for my cure 

Of all remorse and pity : this has left me 

Without a ch^k, and thrown the looscn'd reins 

On my wild passion to run headlong on. 

And in her ruin quench a double fire. 

The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 

I)estru6Uon full of transport I Lo, I come 

Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom : 

I know the danger, and I know the shame j 

But like our phoenix, in so rich a flame 

I plunge triumphant my devoted head. 

And doat on death in that luxurious bed. [Exit. 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 



Mrs. ON etrters in the utmost disorder^ bareheaded^ nmibout 
ligbtt Sec. Walks disturbedly before be speaks. 

Myron. 
Hemceforth let no man trust the first false step 
Of guilt I it hangs upon a pi^cipice. 
Whose steep descent in last perdition ends ! 
How far am I plung'd down beyond all thought 
Which I this evening fram'd I — ^But be it so— — 
Consummate horror ! guilt beyond a name ! 
Dare not, my soul, repent : in thee repentance 
Were second guilt j and thou blasphem'st justHeav'n, 
By hoping mercy. Ah ! my pain will cease 
When gods want pow'r to punish. Ha I the dawn!— 
Rise never more, O Sun I let night prevail. 
Eternal darkness close the world's wide scene> 
And hide me from Nicanor and myself. 

AuLETES enters » 
Who's there? 
Avl. My lord! 
Myr, Auletes! 
Aul. Guard your life. 
The house is rouz'd, the servants all alarm'd. 
The glidmg tapers dart from room to room j 
Solemn confusion, and a trembling haste, 
F 
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Mix'd with pale horror, glares on cv*ry face v 
The strengthened foe has rush'd Upon your guard. 
And cut their passage through them to the gate. 
Implacable Rameses leads them on, 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 

Myr. Why, let them come, let in the raging torrentj 
I wish the world would rise in arms agjunst me. 
For I must die, and I would die in state. 

l^he Doors are hurst opetiy Ser\rants pass the stage ht fu^ 

mult'y RAMEStfS, &c. pursue ^Ayvon and Ins Guards 

over the stage, then Rameses and Syphoces enier^ 

meeting. 

Ram. Where"*s the Prince ? 

Syph, The monster stands at bay ; 
We can no more than shut him from escape. 
Till further force arrive. 

Ram, Oh, my Syphoces I 

Sypb. This is a grief, but not for words. 
Does she still live ? 

Ram, She lives— But, Oh, how bless'd 
Are they which are no more ! By stealth I saw her j 
Cast on the ground in mourning weeds she lies. 
Her torn and loosen'd tresses shade her round, 
Thro' which her face, all pale, as she were dead. 
Gleams like a sickly moon. Too great her grief 
For words or tears j but ever and anon. 
After a dreadful, still, insidious calm, 
CoUefling all her breath, long, long suppressM, 
She sobs her soul out in a lengthened groan. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



MS IF., BustRis. 5f 

So sad, it breaks the hearts of all thaf hear. 
And sends |)Gr maids in agonies away. 

Sjpb, Qb, tale, too mournful to be thought on 1 

Kam. Hold 
No, let her virgins weep ; forbear, %phoces, 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge. 
Dispatch your letters ; I'll go comfort, her. 

{A Servant enters and speaks aside to Ram. Exit Syph. 
And has she then commanded none approach her ?. 
Tin sorry for it $ but I cannot blame her : 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 
All ofierM cure into a new disease ; 
It shuns our love, and comfort gives her pain, 

SypHOCES re-enters. 

Sypb, Your father is returned : redundant Nile, 
Broke from its channel, overswells the pass, 
And sends him back to wait the waters fall. 

Ram, And is he then retura'd ? I tremble for him. 
I see his white head rolling in the dust. 
But hastci it is our duty to receive him. [^Exeunt, 

Myron enters. 

Myr. I feel a pain of which I am not wortfiy, ■ 
A pain, an anguish, which the honest'man 
Alone deserves. Is it not wondYous strange * 
That I, who stabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have surviving ought of man about nie ? 
And yet, I know not^ how, of gratitude 

Fij ^ 
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And friendship still the stubborn sparks survive. 
And poor Nicanor's torments pierce my soul. 
Confusion f he*s returned. [Starting. 

NiCANOft enters* 

Nic. My prince [Advancing to embrace. 

Myr. My friend— [Turmng aside and biding bis face. 

Nic, I interrupt you. * 

Myr* I had thee there. [Smiting bis breast. 

Before thou cam^st^ my thoughts were bent upon thee, 

^i^. Oh, sir, you are too kind I 

il^. Death, torturesy hell I [4side^ 

Nic, What says my prince } 

Myr. A sudden pain. 
To which I'm subjeA, struck across my heart* 
^lis past $ I'm well again. 

Nic. Heav'n guard your health I 

Myr, Dost thou then wish it? 

Nic, Am I then distrusted ? 
Then when I sav'd youi* life, I did the least 
I e'er would do to serve you. 

Myr, Barbarous man I 

Nic. What have I done, my Prince? Which way 
offended ? 
Has not^my Ii£c, my soul been yours ? 

Myr. Obi Oh I 

Nic. By Ueav'nj Tm wrong'd ! Speak, and I'll clear 
myself. [Takes bim by tbe band. 

Myr. I'm pdson and destru6tion i curse thy gods| 

I'll kill thee in compassion Oh, my brain ! 

Away, away, away ! [Sboves bim from bim | geis^^ 
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/Tic. Do, kill mc, Prince.——*— 
Tou shall not go. I do demand the cause 
Which has put forth thy iiand agtinst thy father ? 
For, thus provok'dr I*U do myKlf the justice 
To tell thee, youth, that I deserve that name \ 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than 1. 

Myr*. I hear them 5 they are on me— Loose thy hold^ 
Or I will plant my dagger in thy breast. 
Ific^ Your dagger^s needless. Oh, ungrateful boy ! 
Myr* Forgive me, &ther$ Qb, my soul bleeds for 
thee I {Embrace^ 

\As he is going out Auletes meets and speaks to him aside » 
What* no escape ? On ev'ry side inclos'd ^ 
Then I resolve to perish by his hand $ 
*Tis just I should, and meaner death I scorn. 
But how to work him to my fate/ to sting 
His pasaion up so high, will be a task 
To me severe, as difficult as strange. 
Supp<»t me, cruel heart; it must be done. [Asidr^^ 

Nic. Now, from my very soul, I cannot tell. 
But His enchantment all ; for things so strange 
Have happened, I might well distrust my sense. 
But, if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguish, and I must confess 
Your grief is just-^It was inhuman in you— — 
But tell the cause, unravel from the bottom 
The mystery tliathas embroil'dour loves; 
(For still, my Prince, I love, since you repent.) 
What accident deprivM me of my friend^ 
And lost you to yourself ? 
F iij 
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Mjr. A traitcr's nght I 

N'u. Beneath my roof? 

Myr. Beneath thy very helmet. 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyielf. [Dnnvtm. 

Nic, DUtra^onl 

Traitor! For standing by your father's throne^ 

Aiid stemming the wild stream that roars against it» 

Of rebel 8ubje6tsy and of foreign foes ? 

For training thee to glory and to war ? 

For taking thee from out thy motber^s arms^ 

A mortal child, and kindling in thy soul 

The noble ardors of a future god ? 

Farewell, I dare not trust my temper more* 

Mjr, Grey-headed, venerable traitor I 

Ramesbs fMters. 

Ram, Ha! 
Turn, turn, blasphemei*, and repress thy taunts | 
All provocation's neerlless, but thy sight. 

IHe assaults the Prince as be is going 9ff\ Nicanor 
binders bim, 

Nic. Forbear, my scm. 

Ram, Forbear I 

Nic, If I am calm, 
Your rage should cease. 

Ram, No, 'tis my own revenge } 
Unless, Sir, you disown me for your son. 

Nic, Thy sword against thy prince ? 

Ram, A villain. 

Nic. Hold. 
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Ram. The worst of villains. 

Nic. ''fis too much. 

Ram, Oh, father f 

^w-. What would'st thou ? 

Ram, Sir, your daughter—— 

Nic, Rightly thought 5 
She best can comfort me in all my sorrow. 
Call, call Mandane ; to behold my child 
Would cheer me in the agonies of death : 
Call her, Rameses Am I disobeyed ? 

Ram, Oh, Sir ! 

Nic, What mean those transports of concern ? 

Ram. Though I'm an outcast from your love, I weep. 
To open your black scene of misery, 

Nic, Where will this end ?— Oh, my fore-boding 
heart! 

Ram. Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting. 
You gave, with streaming eyes, your soul's delight. 
While yet your last embrace was warm about bim. 
Gloomy and dreadful as this stormy night. 
Rush on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
All sweet and lovely as the blushing mom. 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathless, pale. 
Prostrate in anguish, tearing up the earth, 
Imploring, shrieking to the gods and you.— ^ 
Oh, liold my brain I — Look there, and think the rest. 
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SCENE IL 



Opern. A darkened Chamber, a Bed, and the curtatns 

dranvn. Women pass out, *weeping, &c, NlcanOr 

falls back on Rameses. 

Nic» I$'t possible I— My child ! — My only daughter I 
The growth of my own life I That 8weeten*d Sig^ 
And pain ! Oh, nature bleeds within mc I 

Mand. Weep not, my virgins, cease your useless tear^ 
Kindness is thrown away upon despair^ 
And but provokes the sorrow it would ease. 

Nic, Assist me forwards. 

Mand, Most unwelcome news ! 
Is he returned ? The gods support my father. 
I now b^in to wish he lov'd me less. 

Nic, There, there she pierc'd the very tend'rest neire » 
She pities me, dear babe^ she pities me i 
Through all the raging tortures of her soul 
She feels my pain! But hold, my heart, to thank her» 
Then burst at once, and let the pangs of death 
Put Myron from my thought. [Cmj /• hir^ 

Mand, Severest fate 
Has done its worst — I've drawn my father's tears.-^ 

Nic, Forbear to call me by that tender namei 
Since I can't help thee, I would fain forget 
Thou art a part of me — ^it only sharpens 
Those pangs, which, if a stranger, I should feel.— -» 
Oh, spare me> my Mandane | to behold thee 
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hi such excess of sorrow, quite destroys mey 
And I shall die, and leave tbee unrevengM. 

Mand, Oh> ^ I there are misfortunes most severe* 
Which yet can bear the light, and well sustained 
Adorn the sufferer.— —But this affliftion 
Has made despair a virtue, and demands 
Utter extin£iion, and eternal night. 
As height of happiness. \S<ent shuts on tbem^ 

Syfhoces etturs* 
Ram. Oh, my Syphoces ! 

Sypb. And does this move you? Does this melt you 
down. 
And pour you out in sorrow ? Then fly far. 
Ere Memnon comes 5 he comes with flushing cheek. 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away. 
And bless his fete ; how dreadfully deceivM ! 
Ram. The mdskndboly scene at length begins 

Memnon enters* 
Mem. Oh, give mt leave 
To yield to nature, and indulge my joy. 
My friend ! ^y brodiier 1 Ob, the ecstacy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart I 
You love me not, if you refuse to join 
In all tl^e just extravagance, and flight 
Of boundless transport on this happy hour. 
Where is my soul, my bKss, my lovely bride ! 
C^, call her forth $ Oh, haste ! the piiest expels osg 
And ev'iy moment is a crime to love. 
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Ram, Spfek to him. — Pr'ythce ipeak. [To Syplr. 

Sjpb. By lieaven» I cannot. 

Mem. What can this mean ? 

Ram. Syphoces'. 

Sjpb. Nay, Ramcscs. 

Mem . By all the gods, they struggle with thcirsorro'^^Sj^ . 
And swallow down their tears to hide tliem from me* 
By friendship's sacred name, I charge youy speak. 

[They look on bim witb the utmost concern^^and^o efut 
on different sides of the stage, 
^ Was ever man thus left to dreadful thou^t. 
And all the horrors of a black surmise 1 
What woe is this too big to be expressed ? 
Oh, my sad heart 1 Why bod'st thou so severely ^ 
Mandane's life in danger I There indeed | 
Fortime, I fear thee still i her beauties arm thee,. 
Her virtues made thee dreadful to my thoughts 
But for my love how I coul4 Isuigh at fate I 

A Servant evsters andgvves him a paper. Hi reads. 

Ramkses enters^ Mbmnon svmoms suidfidkcm. 
him. 

Ram. 'Twere happy if his soul would ne'er return § 
The gods may still be merciful in tiiis.— 
His lids begin to rise.— ^How ftrcs my friend? 

Mem. Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him«- 

SypHoc^s enters^ 
Syph. Fainting beneath th* oppression of her gricC 
This way Mandane seeks the Iresher air : 
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Let us withdraw 5 'twill pain her to be seen, 
And most of all by you. 

Mem, By my own heart, 
I judge, and am convinc'd.— I dare not see her 5 
The sight would strike me dead, 
[if/ Meranon is^gnugy Mandane meets* him \ both 
jiari back, she shrieks, Meranon recovers himself 
emd falls at her knees, embracing them 5 she tries te 
disengage, he tt9t permitting, she raises him 5 he takes 
her passionateiy itt his arms. They continue speech^ 
less and motionless for some tisne. 
Rastf. Was ever mournful interview Ijkc tliis ? 
See how, they writhe with anguish > Hear them groan ! 
See the large silent dew run trickling down, 
As from the weeping marble j passion choaks 
Their words, and they are the 8t;itues of despair 1 
Mem. Oh, my Mandane ! 

[dt this she vioientlj breaks from him and exit. 
But one moment noore. 

[As Memnon isfollo-vjing, Ramcses holds him* 

Kam. Brother 

Mem. Forgive me 

^am. You're to blame.—— 
Mem. Look there. [Pointing after her* 

My heart is bursting. 
Ram. With revenge. 
Mem. And love. 
Ram, Revenge. 

Mem. One dear embrace, 'twill edge my sword. 
Syph. No, Memnon, if our swords now want an edge, 
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They'll want for ever ; to this spot I charm tbcc { 
By the dread words, revenge and liberty I 
This is the crisis of our fates $ this moment 
The gaardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us» 
They watch to see us a6l like prudent men. 
And out of ills extra^ our happiness. 
My friends, these dire calamities, like poison. 
May have their wholesome use I ThJs sad occasion^ 
If managed artfully, revives ,our hopes ; 
It gives Nicanor to our sinking fa^on» 
And still the tyrant shakes. 
Kiim* My father comes t 
Or snatch this moment, or despair for ever* 
While passions glow, the heart, like heated steel. 
Takes ea^h impression, and is worked at pleasure* 

Nicanor enter$* 
Nic. Why have the gods chose out my weakest hours^ 
To set their terrors in.array against me ? 
This would beat down the vigour of my youth. 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down so low* 
Vain man 1 to be so fond of breathing long. 
And spinning out a thread of misery. 
The longer life the greater choice of evil ; 
The happiest man is but a wretched thing. 
That steals poor comfort from comparison ; 
What then am I ? Here will I sit me down. 
Brood o'er my cares, and tliink myself to death. 
Draw near, Rameses ; I was rash ere while, 
And chid thee without cause.— >How many years 
Have I been cas'd in steel-? 
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Ram. Full threescore years 
Have changed the seasons o'er your crested brow, 
And seen your feulchi^ dy*d in hostile blood. 

Nic. How many triumphs since the king has reignM! 

Ram. They number just your battles, one for one. 

NU. True» I have followed the roug^ trade of war 
With some success, and can without a blush 
Review the shaken fort, and sanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a pleasure, thirst and toil 
Blest obje^s of ambitbn \ I remember, 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day $) 
When thebarb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrenchM vnth labour, I disdained to groan. 
Because I suffered for Busiris* sake. 

Ram. The King -is not to blame* 

Nic. Is not the prince his son ? 

Ram. But in himself—— 

Nic. And has he lost his guilt, [Rising in passion. 
•Cause he has injur'd me ? Ere while thy blood 
Was kindled at his name. — ^Didst thou not tell me 
A shameful black design on poor Amelia ? 
Oh, Memnon i what a glorious race is this. 
To make the gods a paity in our cause. 
And draw down blessings on us ! 

Mem. He that supports them 
In such black crimes, is sharer of their guilt. 

Nic. Point out the man,and with these wither*dhands 
I*d fly upon his throat, though he were lodged 
Within the circle of Busiris' arms. 

Ram. He that prevents it not when in his power^ . 
G 
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Supports them in their course of flaming guilt. 
And you are he. 

A/V. Thou rav'st. 

Syfh, The army's yours. 
I've sounded every chief: but wave ytjur finger. 
Thousands fall off the tyrant's side, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to destru^ion: 
But sweep his minions, cut a pander's throat. 
Or lop a sycophant, the work is done. 

N'tc, What would you have me do ? {Starting^ 

Mem. Let not your heart 
Fly off from your own thought : be truly great. 
Resent your country's suff 'rings as your own, 
A generous soul is not confin'd at home, 
But spreads itself abroad o'er all the public. 
And feels for every member of the land. 
What have we seen for twenty rolling years. 
But one long tra«5l of blood ! Or, what is worse, 
Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groarts. 
And free-bom men dppress'd ! Shalf half mankind 
Be doom'd to curse the moment of their birth ? 
Shall all the mother's fondness be employ 'd 
To rear them up to bondage, give them strength 
To bear affliftions, and support their chains ? 

Syph. To you the valiant youth must humbly bend, 

\Kneeling* 
'And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve 
And graceful port, design'd to bless the world. 
And take your great example in the field, 
May not be fbrc'd by lewdness in high place. 
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To other toils, to labour for disease. 

To wither in a loath M embrace and die 

At an inglorious distance from tlie foe. 

. Ram, To you Amelia lifts her hands for safety. 

Mem. To you— to you— [Bursting in tears. 

" Nie. By heav'n he cannot »pcak.— I understand thee 2 
Rise — ^lise— my son. Rise all j your woik is done i 
They perish all, the«e creatures of my sword. 
Have I not seen whole armies vaulted o'er 
With flying javeljns, \^hich shut out the day. 
And fell in rattling storms at my command. 
To slay, and bury proud Busiris' foe ? 
He lives and reigns, for I have been his friend j 
But 1*11 unmake him, and plough up the ground. 
Where his proud palace stands. lEjcit* . 

Mem, Oh, my Mandane ! 
The gods by dreadful means bestow success. 
And in, their vengeance, most severely bless : 
From thy bright streaming eyes our ta^umpht floWf 
The tyrant falls, Mandane strikes the blow. 
So the fair moon, when seas swell high and pour 
A wasteful delete on the treipbling slK)re, 
Inspires the tumult from Her ck>uded throne^ 
Where silent, pensive, pale, she sits alone^ 
And all tlie distant ruin is her own. . 



O ij 
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ACT K SCENE I. 



Tie Field, Bvsiku and Av let E5 tftUr. An Alarm 
at a distance, 

Busiris. 
Welcome the voice of war f though loud the sound « 
It fahitly speak)5 the language of my hearty 
It whispers what I mean. But say, Auletes, 
What urge these forlorn rebels in excuse 
For choosing ruin ? 

Aul. Various their complaints 5 
But some are loudj that while your heavy hand 
Presses whole millions with incessant toil, 
(Toils fitter far for beasts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at> 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile. 

Bus. Do they not build for me ? Let that reward them. 
Yes, I win baikl more wonders to be gazM at. 
And temper ail my cement with their blood. 
Whose pains and art reformed the puzzled year. 
Thus drawing down the sun to human use. 
And making him their servant? Who pushed off^ 
With mountain dams, the broad redundant Nile 
Descended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A stranger stream in unaccustomed shores ? 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? ■ 

But virtues are forgot 1— -Away to arms I 

I'll call to mind my glorious ancestry j 
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Which for ten thousand rolling years renown*d> 
Shines up into eternity itself> 
And ends among the god». [An^alarm* 

. \ 

Aul. The rebel braves us. 

Bus. Hold, let our weapons thirst one moment longer % 
And death stand still, till he receives my nod. 
Whom meet I in the midst of my own realm. 
With bold defiance on his brow ? 

Mem. The slave 
Whom dread Busiris lately laid in chains. 
An emblem of his country. 

Bus, Is it thus 
You thank my royal bounty ? 

Mem. Thus you thank'd 
The good Artaxes ; thus you thanked my father. 

Bus, What I have done, conclude most right and just. 
For I have done it, and the gods alone 
Shall ask me why. Tbou liv'st, although they fell t 
And if they fell unjustly, greater thanks 
Are due from thee, whom ev'n injustice spar'd. 

Mem. Thy kindnesses are wrongs; they mean to sooth 
My injur'd soul, and steal it from revenge. 

Bus. Turn back thine eye, behold thy tro<^ are thin. 
Thy men are rarely sprinkled o'er the field, 
And yet thou earnest millions on thy tongue. 

Mem. All thy blood-thirsty sword has laid in dust 
Are on my side, tliey come in bloody swarms, 
G iij 
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And throng my banners 5 thy unequaird crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory.— ^ 

Bus. Hal 

Mem. Nay, stamp not, tyrant ; I can stamp as loud. 
And raise as many demons at the sounds 

Bus. I wear a diadem. 

Mem* And I sword. 

Bus. Yet, yet submit} I give thee life, 

Mem. Secure your own : 
No more, Busiris— bid the sun farewell. 

Bus. Busiris, and the sun shall set together.; 
If tliis day's angry gods ordain my fate. 
Know thou, I fall like some vast pyramid; 
I bury thousands in my great destru6tion. 
And thou the first. — Slav^ ! in the front of battle. 
There thou shalt find me. 

Mem. Thou shalt find me there; 
And have well paid that gratitude I owe. [Exeunt^, 

A continued Alarm. 

Myron ^WNicanor entety meeting. 
. Nic. Does not mine eye strike horror through thy soul. 
And shake the weapon from thy trembling arm \ 
Base boy ! The foulness of thy guilt secures thee 
From my reproach, I dare not name thy crime. 

Myr. Old man, didst thou stand up in thy own cause, 
I then should be afraid of fourscore years. 
And tremble at grey hairs j but since thy frenzy 
Has lent those venerable locks to cast 
A gloss of virtue on the blackest crime. 
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Accurst i^bellion^ this gives back my heart» 
With all its rage^ and I'm a man again, 

Nic. Come on, and use that force in arms, I taught 
thee; 
I'll now resume the life I gave to late. 

Mjr. I grieve thou hast but half a life to lose. 
And dost defraud my vengeance-— —At my touch 
Thou moulder'st into dust, and art forgotten. 

[Preparing tofigbty Myron stops short. 
Ah no I I cannot dgfat with thee ; begone 
And shake elsewhere i thou cimst not want a death 
In such a field, though I refuse it to thee- 
Rameses, Memnon, give them to my sword. 
Sustained by thousands ; but to fly from thee. 
From thee^ most injured man, shall be my praise. 
And rise above the conquest of my foes, 

Nic, *Tis not old age, th' avenging gods pursue theel 

[He rdirfs before Nicanor off the Stage, A loud Alarm. 

BusiRis and AuLf tes enter in pursuit. 

Bus. 'Tis well, I like this madness of the field } 
Let heightened horrors, and a waste of death 
Inform the world Busiris is in arms. 
But then I grudge the glory of my sword 
To slaves, and rebels 5 while they die by me. 
They cheat my vengeance, and survive in fame. 

Aid, 1 panted after in the paths of death. 
And could not but from far behold your plume 
Overshadow slaughter'd heaps, wliile your bright helm 
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Struck a distingulsh'd terror through the field. 
The distant legions trembling as it biased. 

Bus. Think not a crown alone Ugbts up my namcy 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Isis, 
Thit whilst Busirts treads the sangume field. 
The foremost spirit of his host should conquer 
But by example, and beneath the shade 
Of this high -bran Jish'd arm. Didst thou e'er fear ? 
Sure *tis art. I know not how to fear. 
•Tis one of the few things beyond my power j 
And Sf death must be fear'd before 'tis felt. 
Thy master is immortal. Oh, Aulete s 
But while I speak, they live 1 
Where fall the sounding catara^b of Nile, 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil ; 
Like them TU rush, like them my fury pour. 
And gire the future world one wonder Imore. [Exeunt. 

Myron enters^ engaged *ivitb a part -^ his plume is smitten 
off. He drives the foe and returns, 

Myr. When death's so near, but dares not venture 
on us, 
•Tis Heaven's regard, a kind of salutation. 
Which to ourselves our ovm importance shews : 
Faint as I am, and almost sick of blood, 
There is one cordial would revive me still ; 
The si^ht of Memnon } place that fiend before me. 

[Exit. 
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Memnon enters. 

idem. Where, where's the Prince ? Oh, give him to 
my sword I 
His tall white plume, which like a high wrought form 
Floated on the tempestuous stream of fight, 
Shew'd where he swept the field j I followed swift. 
But my approach has turn'd him intp air 

My HON enters. 

Tlie fight but now begins ! 
Myr, Why, who art thou ? 
M^nt. Prince, I a m ■ ■ 

Af>r. Memnon. \DisJaiM/u!fy. 

Mem, No— I'm Mandane. 
Myr. Hal 

Mem, She's here, she*$ here, she's all t her wrongs 
and viitues 1 [Striking his bead andbreast. 
Virtues and wrongs 1 Thou worse than murderer 1 

Myr, I charge thee name her not, forbear the croak 
With that ill-omen'd note. 
Mem, Mandane I 
Myr, Be it so. 
When I refled on her mean love for thee, ' 
And plot against my life, i^ay pain is less* 
Mem. *Tis false j she meant! she knew it notj 
Rameses, 
He, only he, was conscious of the thought. 
Myr, Then I'm a wretch indeed I 
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Mem, As such I'll use thcc : 
1*11 crush thee like some poison on thecarth,^ 
Then haste and cleanse me in the blood of men, 

Myr, I thank thee for this spirit which exalts thee 
Into a foe, I need not blush to meet. 
Now from my soul, it joys me tliou art found. 
And found alive 5 by heaven, so mudi I hate thee, 
I fear'd that thou wast dead, and hadst escaped me t 
I'll drench my sword in thy detested blood. 
Or soon make thee immortal by my own* 
Villain! 

Mem. Myron! 

%r. Rebel! 

Mem Myron ! I 

Myr. Hell! 

Mem. Mandane! iMyron fatls* 

Myr. Just the blow, and juster still. 
Because imbitter'd to me by that hand 
I most detest $ which gives my soul an earnest 
Of vast, unfathomable woae to coilte, 
That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love# 
I leave the world my misery's example, 
If us'd aright, no trivial legacy, lDiis» 

Sytuoces ettiers* 
Sypb. My Lord, I bring you most unwelcome news»- 
As p'-or Mandane wander'd near the field, 
In hope to' see her injuries reveng'd 5 
Thoughtless of any suff 'rings but the past, 
A party of the foe, saw, seiz'd, and bore her off. 
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Mem, Vcng*ance and conquest now are trivial things, 
Love made their prize ! 'tis impious in my soul 
To entertain a thought but of her rescue. 
Now, now, I plimge into the thickest war, 
As some bold diver from a precipice 
Into mid ocean, to regain a gem, 
A¥ho8e loss impoverish'd kings, to bring it back. 
Or see the day no more. \ExeunU 

M A N D A N E enter Sy frisoner. 
Man J. A gen'rous foe will hear his captive speak | 
A benefit, thus kneeling, I implore : 
Let one of all those swords that glitter round me. 
Vouchsafe to hide its point within my breast. 

Memnon enters, 

Mem, Ah, villains ! cursed atheists ! Can you bear 
That posture from that form ? What, what ard numbers. 
When I behold those eyes ? Not mine the glory, 
That singly thus 1 quell a host of foes. 
Inhuman r6bbers I Oh, bring back my soul. 

[They force her offy be rushes in upon tb.m aid is taken. 
Poor comfort to mankind, that tney can lose 
Their lives but once — But, Oh ! a thousand times 
Be torn from what they love. 

Rameses enters. 
Ram. Far have I waded in the bloody field. 
Laborious tlirough the stuboorn ranks of waj;. 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death 
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But thus to find thee ! — Better find thee dead ! 
These slaves will use thee ill,- 

Mem, Of that no more \ ' 
Myron is dead, and by this arm* 

Kam. I thank thee. 
All my few spirits left exult with joy, 
I'll chace and scourge him through the lower world* 

Mem. Alas, thou bleed'st.. 

JLam, Curse on the tyrant's swOrd, 
1 bleed to death 5 but could not leave the world. 
Without a last embrace. Just now 1 met 
The poor Mandane. 

Mem, Quickly speak. What said she ? 

Kam, Nothing of comfort. Cease to ask me farther. 
If you meet more, your meeting will be sad.— 
Your arm, I feint— Ah, what i« human life ? 
How like the dial's tardy-moving shade ! 
Day after day slides fix)m us unperceiv'd • 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth. 
Too subtle is the movement to be se^. 
Yet soon the hour is up— and we are gone. 
Farewell, I pity thee. 

Mem, Farewell, brave friend ! 
Would I could bear thee company to rest; 
But life in all its terrors stands before me. 
And shuts the gate of peace against my wishes,«-« 
Do I not hear a peal of distant thunder? 
And see, a sudden darkness shuts the day, 
And quite blots out the sun— But what to me. 
The colour of the sky ? A death-cold dew 
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Hangs on my brow, and all my slackenM joints 

Are shook without a cause — A groan ! from whence ? 

Again ! And no one near me ? Vain delusion ! 

Yet not I fear in vain I some ill is tow'rds me, 

More dregful, sure, than all that's past. Mandane \ 

I hop*d she was at peace, and past tlie reach 

Of this ill news J but such my wa)rward/ate 

I cannot ask a curse, but 'tis deny'd me : ^ 

And could I wish I ne'er should see her more ? < 

Mandane enters ^ guarded. 

Mand, This is my brotlier ; a short privacy 
Is a small favour you may grant a foe. 

Guard. Let it be short , we may aot wait your leisure, 

Mem. 'Tis wond'rous strange, there's something 
holds me from her. 
And keeps this foot fast rooted to the ground. 
This is the last time I shall ever pray. ' 

To me, ye gods, confine your threat'ned vengeance. 
And I will bless yonr ipercies while I suffer. 

[Memnon and Mandane ad*vance slo^lj to thefroni 
of the stage, 

Mand*^ What didst thou pray for ? ^ 

Mem. For thy peace. 

Mand. *Twaskind: 
But, Oh ! those hands in bonds deny the blcsiing. 
For which they earnestly were raised to heav'ii. 

Mem. I fear so ^oo j what we hjive yet to do 
Must be soon donej this meeting is our last* 
HowshgU weuicit) 
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Ma*t^, KoV^ ? Consult thy cKains, 
And my calamities. 

Mem. Sad counsellors, 
And cruel their advice — Arc there no ikhtr ? 

Man J. I leak around — and find rio ^iittpsc of hope, 
A perfect night of horror and despair! 

Mem. Of hdrror and despair, in3c6d, Mandafte I 
Canst thou believe me ? Nay, can I bcUdVfe 
Myself? Tite last tiling that I wished fOr was— *tis fake. 
The weight of uiy misfortune hurts my mind. 

Mand, Was' what? 

Mem, 1 dare not think ; to think is to look doTi^ 
A precij)ice ten thousand fathoms deep, 
That turns my Brain— Oh ! Oh ! 

Mand, Mfemnon, no more ; 
That silence and those tears need no explaining 5 
And it is" kind, with such severe reluftance 
To thjnk upon my death— though necessary. 

Mem. Ah, hold I You plant a thousand daggers here. 

Talk not Of dying 1 disown the thought 5 

ilight is not right, and reason is not reason. 
All is distradlion when I look on thee. 
Oh, all ye pitying gods! dash out from nature 
Your stars, your sun, but let Mandahe live. 

Mand. No : death long since vras my confirm^ 
resolve. 

Mem^ Myron is dead. . 

jW^wf/. What joy a heart like min^ 
Can feel, it feels— —liad he been ne^^er bom, 
I might have liv'd;; 'tis now — ^-impesttble, 

Mem. This even to my fiiiscries I owe, 
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That it discovers greater virtues still* 

In her vsy soul adores— -Oh, my Mandane 1 

Oh, glorious maid ! then thou wilt be sit peace—— 

[MPtpnon <waiis tbou^BtfuUy, and returns^ 
Must I survive, and change thy tenderness 
For a stem niasteri and perpetual chains ? 
Long I T^ gro^ 0^ earth to sate their malice^ 
Then through SI9W tormfents linger into death* . 
No ^^ to stab) no wall to 4^1^ my brain 1 

Mand. Hal 

Mem. Why thus fi?c'd m thought ? What mighty birttf 
J$ laboring in your soiil > Your eyes speak wonders.— 

Mand, Will not the blood-hounds be content VJtJ^ 
hfe? 

Jifer^. Alas, Mandane ! No j they study nature 
To find iiutiiiU her secret scats of pain* 
J^nd carry killing to a dreadful art i 
A siruple death in Egypt is for friends. 

Mand. Oh, then it must be «o !-*^and yet it cahnot.^ 

Mem. What means this sudden paleness ? 

Mand. Heav'n, assist me ! 

[^Feeling in her boiom she rwoon^'h 

Mem* My iiove ! Mandane ! heai- me, my espous'd ! 
My dearest heart ! the infant of my bosom 1 
Whom I would foster with my vital blood; 

Mand. *Tis well, and in return I give thee— ^this. 

[Sbews a dagger* 

Mem. Millions of thanks, thoii refuge in despair. 

Mand. Terrible kindness 1 Horfi4 mercy 1 Oh I 
I cannot give it thee. 
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Mem* FuH well I know 
Thy tender soul, and I must force k from thee. 

\^Aibe is struggling li^ith her for the dagger, she speaks. 
' Mand. My Lord 1 my $oul ! myself 1 You tear my 

heUrt, 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light ? 
post thou n6t circulate through all my veins ? 
Mingle' with life, and form my very soul I 

Mem, Now, moxisters, I defy you : fate forBidi 
Along farewell, ray guard may interpos^. 
And make your favour vain — —Thus, only thus. 

[Embrace m 
And how-^— - 

Mand. Ah, no I Since last I saw thee, thrice I raised 
^ ■ [Holds bis arm. 

My trembling arm, and thrice I let it fall.— 
If you refuse compassion to my sex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron^s friend.—— 
As 1 4 pollard, you supply an arm, 
And I shall still be happy in your love, 

[After fi pause of astonishment, be sinks genify 
on the earth. 

Mam. From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung'd^ 
And find in deep(^st anguish deeper still. 
I can*t complain in common with mankind 
Bnt am a wretched species all alone. 
Must I not only lose thee, but be curs'd 
To sprinkle my own hands with thy life-blood ? 

M'and, It cannot be avoided. 

Mem, Nor performed. 
Iiift up my hand against thte a$.a foel 
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1, who should s^vc thee from thy vtxy father. 
And teach thy dearest friends to use thee well. 
Make kindness kind, and soften ail their smiles ? 
Dh, my Mandane ! Think how I have lov*d ! 
Oh, my Mandane ! Think upon tliy pow'r I 
How often hast thou seen me pale with joy. 
And trembling at a smile > and shall I — ;- 

Mand, Myron^ — 

[At that Memnon starts up suddenly^ 
Mitn^ Ah, hold ! t charge thee, bold ! One glance 
that way 
A\yakes my hell, and blows up all its fl?imes»-^-— 
The World- turns round,. my heart is 'sick to death I 
Oh, my distraction ! perfect loss of thought ! 

Mand, Why stand you like a statue ? Are you dead ? 
What do you fold so fist within your arms ? 
Why witli fixM eye-balls do yoU pierce the ground f 
Why shift your place, as if you trod on fire ? 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan so dreadfully > 
Kfy Lord, if 1 have spent whole live-long uighta 
tn tears, and sighM away the day in private^ 
Ouly oppressed with an excess cM, love^ 
Oh, turn, and speak to me ! 

iWifjw. And tliese, no doubt, 
Are arguments that I should draw thy blood.-—* 
No child was ever luU'^d upon tlie breas? 
With h^f that tenderness has melted from thee. 
And fell like balm upon my wounded soul» 
And shall I murder thee ? Yes, thus — ^thus — thus. 

\Efnhr(icing somt timu 
H iij 
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Mand, Alas ! ^fy Lord forgets wf arc to die. 

[Memnon^^z^j 'with ivonder on the dagger • 
Mem, By beav'n I had ! my soul had took her flight 
sin bliss— ^Why, is not this our bridal-day ? 
Mand. That way distra6tjon lies,' 
Mem, Indeed it does. 
Both, Oh ! Oh ! 

Mand, Thy sighs and groans are sharper than thy 
steel. 
The euard is on us. 

Mem, Then it must be done. 
Sun/ hide thy face, and put the world in mourning. 
Though blood start out for tears, 'tis done— but oiie. 
One last embrace. " 

[As be embraces ber, sbe bursts into tears* 

Let me not see a tear. 1 could as soon 

Stab at the face of heaven, as kill thee weeping. 
Mofid, *TIs past, I am composed. 
f4f^' And now, apd now. 
Mand, Be not so fearful, 'tis the second blow 
Will pain my heart-rindeed this will not hurt me. 
Mem. Oh, thou hast stiuig my soul quite through 
and through. 
With those kind words j I had just steeVd my breast, 
[Pashing don.vn tbe dagger. 
And thou undo'st it all-rl could pot bear 
To raze thy skin, to save the* world from ruin. 
Mand, li youVe a woman, I'll be something more. 

IStabs herself. 
1 shall not taste of beav'n till you arrive. [-D/V/. 
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Mem, Struck home ^and in her h«art.— — Shc'« 

dead already j 
And now with mc all niture is expired. 
My lovely bride j now wc again are happy, 

[Stabs himself. 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial bowV. 
Now ev*ry splendid object of ambition. 
Which lately with their vaiious glosses play'd 
Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle heart> 
Are taken from mc by a little mist. 
And all the world is vanished. \pUs^ 

A March sounded. Nxcanor and Syphoces enter^ 
*vtSiorious, 

^he Guard njubich njcere advancing to the bodies jiy, 

Nic. The day's our own, the Persian's angry pow'r* 
Have well repaid this morning's insolence. 
And turn'd the despVate fortune of the field 
By sure, though late relief. 

Syph, Nicanor, friend, 
I from the city bring you welcome news : 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
I spread amongst the multitude j while yet 
Tlieir blood was warm with reading the black scroll; 
Myris to view the fortune of the fight, 
Leaving her palace for the western tow'r. 
Was seiz'd, torn, scatterM on the guilty spot 
Where her great brother fell. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



Mr. Th* gods Are just. 

Sypb. See where Busiris comes, yoiirroj^ Captive^ 
In his misfortuae gr^at $ an aw^i ruin I 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! 

[Nicanor advancing stes the bodie^^ 

Nic. Sad iight !*—*—— — 
A sight, that teaches triumph h6w to moum^ 
And more than justifies these streaming tears^ 
Even on the moment that my country's sav'd 
From sore oppression* and inglorious chains^ 

£Hf failt on bis 'Attm^mfn 

A gfeat Shoui. Buslkis entei^St ^^Ooundei. 

Bus, Conquered! ^Tis fahe j 1 am ybtir master still j 
Your master> though in bonds t you stand aghast 
At your good fate> and trembling can*t enjoyw 
Now from my soul I hiig these welcome chains 
Which shew you all BUsiris, and declaW* 
Crowns and success superfluous t6 my fame.-*--^ 
You think this streaming blood will lowV my tlioughtj 
No, ye mistaken men, t smile at death $ 
For living here, is living all aione^ 
To me a real solitude, amid 
A throng of little beings, groveling rdUnd me j 
Which yet usurp one common shape and name. 
I thank these woUnds, these raging pains^ which 

promise 
An interview with equals soon elsewhere. 

IHe stei Memnon. 
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Ha ! DesiA ? 'Tis well 9 he rose not to my sword, 

I only. wishM his &te, and there he lies. 

Some when they die, die all : their mouldVing clay 

Is but an emblem of their memories 1 

The space quite closes up thix>ugh which they passed* 

That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 

Shall pluck the shining age from vulgar time. 

And give it whole to late posterity. 

My name is writ in mighty charafters, 

Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 

Whose splendor heightens our Egyptian day. 

Whose strength shall laugh at time, till their great 

basis. 
Old earth itself, shall fail. In after-ages. 
Who war or build, shall build or war from me. 
Grow great in each, as my e^cample fires j 
•Tis I of art the futii^re wonders raise 5 
I fight the future battles of the world.— 
Great Jove, I come I ^gypj^^thou art forsaken : 

Asia's impoverishM by my sinking glories. 

And the world lessens, when Busiris tails. [Dies. 

Sjib, Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid j 
And for what use soe*cr it was designed 
By that high-minded, but mistaken mm. 
There let him lie magnificent in death 5 
Great was his life, great be his monument s] 
And on Busiris' nephew, young Arsaces, 
Of giutler spirit, let the crown devolve. 
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From till? day's vengc^ce let the nations knowt 
Jove lays the pride of haughtiest monarchs low | 
And they vi'ho kiodled witli ambitious 6re, 
In arts and arms with mo&c success aspire» 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom> 
Grasp at their fate, and build thems^ves a tomb. 
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EPILOGUE. 



BY A FRIEND. 
SPOKEN BY MANDANE. 



The race of critics, dull judicious rogues. 

To mGurnful flays deny brisk epilogues. 

Each gentle snvain and tender nyThfby say they. 

From a sad tale should go in tears aivay. 

From hence quiti home should streams df sorro*w shed, 

And dro'wn^d in griefs steal sup fer less to bed, 

This do^rhte ii so gra^c, ihe sparks ivim't bear it j 

*Ihey h've in g§ in humsur fs rhetr claret, 

Tte citt mk^ tfot^ft/ a hitk fun 'worth buying , 

IhtJs hiiilf-is rro-^^vn /os muih to pay for crying. 

Besides, nvbo l^iff^wj nvlthuf these healing arts. 

But love mr^ht turn your hucJ^, and break your hearts } 

Ami the poor autbir, by imj^gin'd'woes. 

Might J eQplt Beth' km nvifhohf Belles and Beans ? 

Mime i, tf/^o latelj bid sdieu io pleasure, 

Jlohh\{ qfnij jpcujVt mtd my dear ^virgin treasure j* 

ij nj^hQmjQii sa^v dtspiiirm^ ireathe 7ny last. 

Am free and easy ^ as ifmught had past *, 

Agmiput on my asrs^ andpl&y my fan, 

A /id fear m more ihist dre^djtd creature, man, 

^But ^iht/ice does this maliikus mirth begin /— 

1 km^Wj je b£t::ils,you rfcSi-j/i d no sin, 

^Th strange that crimes tht same, in diff" rent plays, 

ShsuU mo'V£ our hrrer, ami mr laughter raise ^ 
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Lotve^sjoy, sicure the comic aBor tries, 

But ifhe^s ivickedin blank averse, be dies* 

Use farce y tvhere *wives pro^e frail, still makes the best^ 

And the poor cuckoldis a stanMng jest : 

But our gra*ve bard, a *virtuous son oflsis. 

Counts a hold stroke in love among the vices , 

In blood and nvounds a guilty land he. dips yi. 

And ivastes an empite for one ravished gipsy. 

What musty morals fill an Oxford headt 

To notions of pedantic virtue bred ! 

There each stiff Don at gallantry exclaims^ 

And calls fine men and ladies filthy names; 

Thtfy tdijQu ruki:s imdjilis curtupi a nuUoti ? 

—Surh is the prejudice ^f educatmi ' 

Tatt 'who kno^i^ bt'ittr ihlngi, imll surf appro^ta 

These scenes, that ihemj the bnundkss p^-wer of lave. 

X?/, vjben they v^Uij th' Itafmn things cippear^ 

This plsy, fitf trasU shall ihro^fg an mtdirncf here 

Bold Mffisn's pnsmtt, up l&fre^^y nA^^stght^ 

M'onlJ ill he lO^rhkJ thrsu^h an ettniuh's threat t 

His part, nt k^tt, his part requires a man \ 

Let Nicolini aH it, if he ctifi. 
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PROLOGUE. 



ff^E might iveli call this short mock-flay o/ouri 
A poesy made of^wteds instead of filacers ; 
Yet such ha<Oe been presented to your noses ^ 
And there art such, I fear y *wbo thought them roses* 
JTould some of them ivere here, to see, this night, 
fVBat stuff it is in ivhich }hey took delight! 
Hjre brisk, insipid rogues, for ivit, let faff 
Sometimes dull sense, but rfCner none at alii 
^bere strutting heroes, fwith a grim fac^d- trains . 
Shall bra*ve the gods in King Cambyses^ vein | 
For (changing rules ^ of late, as if men lurit 
In spite of reason, nature, art and ^wit) 
Our poets make us laugh at tragedy^ 
And avtth their cofnedies they make us cfy. 
Now, critics, do your 'worst, that here are met % 
For, like a rook, 1 ha<ve.hedg''din my bet. 
If you apj[rci^\ I shall assume the state 
Of those high-fyers luhom 1 imitate ; 
And justly too, for I luill teach yoa more 
Than e'ver. they nvculd let you knoix) before t ' 
I *will not only she^w the feats they do. 
But gi<ve your all their reasons for them too. 
Some honmr may to me from hence arise : 
' But if , by my endeavours, you gronv ivise. 
And ivhatyou once so praised, shall novj despise \ 
' Then Vtlcry out, svjeWd luith poetic rage, 
*5rxr /, Jfobn Lacy, have reformed your stage I 
A ij 
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=itt» 



ACTL_SCENEJ._ 

jo'ttfjsopi and SWITH inter* 

Johnson* 
KtoNEST Frank, I am glad to see thee, with all my 
heait. How long hast thou been in town } 

Smith. Faith, not above an hour J and if I had not 
met you here, I had gone to look you out : for I long 
to talk with you freely of all the strange new things 
we have hearcl in the country. 

John. And, by my troth, I have loaged as much to 
laugh with you at all the impertinent, dull, fantastical 
things we are tired out with here. 

Smith. Dull and fantastical ! that's an excellent com- 
position. ** Pi ay, -*' at are our men of business do- 
ing? 

*< John. I ne*er enquire after them. Thou knowest 
** my humour lies another way. I love to please my- 
<« self as much, and to trouble others as little, as 1 cani 
A iij 
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^« and therefore do naturally avoid the conipany of 
*« those solemn fops, whB, being-mcjipable of reason, 
«* and ajisensibje of wit and pleasure, are always look- 
«* ing grave, and troubling one another, in liopes tq 
•* be thought men of business. 

** Smith, Indeed I have ever observed, that your 
** grave lookers are the dullest of men. 

** John. Ay, and of birds arid beasts too 5 your 
?« gravest bird is an owl, and your grayest beast is aQ 
f^ ass. 

" Smith.^^ Well, but how dost thou pass thy time ? 

John, Why, as I used to do ; eat, drink as well a^ 
I can 5 have a she friend to be private with in the after- 
noon j and sometimes see a play; where there are such 
things, Frank, such hideous, monstrous things, that it 
has almost made me forswear the stage, and resolve to 
apply myself to the solid nonsense of your men of busi- 
ness, as the ntore 'ngenious pastime. 

Smith, I have heard indeed you have had lately many 
new plays ; and our country wits conynendtherh. 

John, Ay, so do some of our city wits too 5 but 
they are of tlie new kind of wits. 

Smith, New kind I what kind is that ? 

John. Why, your virtuosi, your civil persons, your 
drolls ; fellows that scorn to imitate nature, but are 
given altogether to elevate and surprise. 

Smith, Elevate and surprise ! , Pr'ythee, make me 
understand the meaning of that. 

John, Nay, by my troth, tliat'^s a hard matter — ^1 
don't udderstaiid that myself. 'Tis a phrase they have 
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got amongst tliein, to express their no-niear|ing by^ 
1*11 tell you as near as I can what it is. Let me see ^ 
'tis fighting, loving, sleeping, rhyming, dying, dan^ 
ping, singing, crying, an4 eve|y thing but thinking 
ipid s^se, 

Mr, Ba:^es passes o^er the ^tage^ 

Bayfs. Your most obsequious, and most Qbservant| 
yery seryant, sir. 

John, God ^o I ^his is ai) author ; I'll go fetch hin^ 
to you. 

Smkh, No, pr'ythee, let him ajpne, 

Jobn^ Nay, by the Lord, I'll have him. [Gees aften 
fjim, and brings him back^'l Here he is j I liave caught 
him. Pray, sir, now, for my sake, wijl you do a fa- 
your tp this friend of mine ? 

Baj^s, Sir, it is not within my small capacity* to dq 
favours but i pceive them j especi^'Jy fvom a perso^. 
that does wear the honourable title you are pleased tq 
impose, sir, upon this— r-Sweet sir, your seryant. 

Smith, Your humble servant, sir. 

John. But wiJt thou do me a favour now ? . 

Bayes. Ay, sir : what is it ? 
. yvhit» Why, to tell him tiie meaning of thy last play. 

Bayes, Hovv, sir, the meaning 1 Do you mean tlic 
plot? 

John, Ay, ay, any thing. 

Bayes, .Faith, sir, the intrigo's now -quite put of my 
head } but I have a new one in my pocket, that I may 
say is a virgin fit has never yet been blovin up?on. 1 
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must tclf you one thing, 'tis all new wit, and, though 
I say it> a better than my last ; and you know well, 
enough how that took. (i)*In fine, it shall read, 
and write, and act, and plot, and shew j ay, and pit^ 
box, and gallery, 'egad, with any play in Europe, This 
morning is its last rehearsal, in their habits, and all 
that, as it is to be aftfed j and if you and your friend 
will do it but the honour to see it fn its virgin attire, 
thd' perhaps it may blush, I shall not be ashamed to 
discover its nakedness unto you. I think it is in this 
pocket. [Puts bis band in bis pockets 

Jobn, Sir, I confess I am not ,able to answer you in 
this new way j but if you please to lead, I shall be glad 
to follovtr you, and I hope my friend will do so too. 

Smitb, Sir, I have no business so considerable a^ 
should keep me from your company. 

Bayes, Yes, here it is. No, cry you mercy ; this is 
my book of Drama Common-places, the mother* of 
many other pllays. 

John. Drama Common-places ! Pray, what's that ? 

Bayes, Why, sir, some certain helps that we men of 
art have found it convenient to make use of. 

Smith . How, sir, helps for wit I 

Bayes, Ay, sir, that's my position ; and I do herd 
aver, that no man yet the sun ere shone upon, has parts 
sutficient to furnish out a stage, except it were by-tho 
help of these my rules. (2) 

• TheieJigurei reftr to the notes iiylie Key, 

Digitized by LjOOQ 16 



4^h T^E REHEARS^Lf 9 

J$bn, What arc those rules, I pray I 

Bayes. Why, sir, my firs^ mle is the rule of tranver'* 
fiioQ, or regula duplex^ changing verse into pf ose^ an4 
prose into verse alternative, as you please. 

Smtb, ^ell, but how is this done by rule^ sir \ 

Bojfes* Why thus^ sir $ toothing so easy, when un- 
derstood. I take a book in my hand, either at home 
at elsewhere, for that's all one ; if there be any wit 
^*t, a^ there is no book but has some, I transverse it j 
^t is, if it be prose, put it into verse, (but that take$ 
up some time 5 and if it be verse put it into prase. 

John, Methinks, Mr. Bayes, that putting verse intq 
prose, should be called transprosing. 

Bayes, By my troth, sir, it is a very good notion, 
jmd hereafter it shall be so. 

Smtb, Well, sir, and what d'ye do with it then ? 

^jes. Make it my \>wn : • tis so changed, tliat nd 
TfSi^n can know it. My next rule is the rule of record^ 
|>y way of table-book. Pray, observe. 

John, We hear you, sir : ^ on. 

Bayes, As thus : !• come jnto a coffee-house, or 
^ome other place where witty men resort} I make' as 
^ I minded nothing ; (do ye mark?) but as soon as 
any one speaks^ pop, I slap it down, and make that toq 
^yowii. 

John. But, Mf , Bayes, are yoi^ not sometimes ii^ 
danger of their making you restore by force what you 
Jiave gotten thus by art > 

Bayes, No, sir, the world's immindful j they nevcf 
Jake i^otice of these things, 
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Stfdtb. ]&ut> {^y^NIr* Bayes^ ahiong all ybur'ot^er 
fuler, have you no one rule for invention? 

Bayes, Yes, sir^ that's my third rule, that I havo 
here in my pocket* 

Smith, What rule can that be, I won4er ! 

Bayes, Why, sir, when I have any thin^ to invent^ 
I never trouble my heiad about it> as other inen do j but 
presently tUm over this bookj alid ther^ I have, at one 
view> ail that Persiiisj Montaigncj Seneca's tragedies^ 
Horace, Juvenal, Claudian, Pliny, Plutarch's Liyed» 
and the rest, have ever thought upon this subjeft ; and 
so, in a trice, by leaving out a few words, or putting 
in others of my own, the business is done. 

John. Indeedj Mr. Bayes, this is as sure and corn-* 
J)endJous a way of wit as ever I heard of. 

Bayes, Sir, if you make the least scruple of the cffi- 
ipacy of these my rules, do but come to the play-house> 
and you shall judge of them by the elicits. 

Smith, We'll follow you, sir. lExgunti 

Three Players enter on the Stage^ 

tst f^y. Have you your part perfe6l ? 

^d Play. Yes, I have it without book j but I don't 
Vmderstand how it is to be spoken. 

%d Play. And mine is such a one, as I can't guess^ 
for my life, what humour I'm to be in, whether angry, 
melancholy, merry, or in love, I don't know what to 
make on't. 

1// Play, Ph6o ! the author will be here presently; 
and hc'il tell us all. You must know, ihis Is the new 
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way of writing, and these hard things please forty 
times better than the old plain way ; for, look you, 
sir, the. grand design upon the stage is to keep the au- 
ditors in suspcnce ; for to guess presently at the plot 
;qid tlie sense, tires them before the end of the first 
aft. Now here every line surprises you, and brings 
in new matter: and then, for scenes, cloaths, and 
dance§, we quite put down ail that ever went before 
us 5 and those are things, you know, that are essential 
to a play. 

%d Flay, Well, I am not of thy miiid : but so it gets 
«s xponey, 'tis no great matter. - 

Bay&s, Johnsok, and Smith, enter, 

Mayes. Come, come in, gentlemen 5 you're very wel- 
come, Mr. — a— ha' you your part ready ? 

ijt Fiay, Yes, sir. 

Bayes, But do you understand the true humour 
ofit? 

1st Play, Ay, sir, pretty well. 

Bayes, And Amaryllis, how does she do ? Docs not 
her armour become her ? 

^d Play, Oh, admirably I 

Bayes. Til tell you now a pretty conceit, "\\liat do 
you think I'll make them call her anon, in this play ? 

Smith. What, I pray ? 

Bayes. Why, I make them call her Armaryllis, be- 
cause of her armour, ha, ha, ha ! 

John, That will be very \yell indicd. 
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Bayes. [To the Plajers.l Go, get yoUrsdves ready^ 

[Exeunt Players^ 
Ay, 'tis a pretty littk rogue ^ I knew her face would 
aet off armour extremely : and, to tell you truci I writ 
that part only for her— You must know, she is my 
mistress. (3) 

John. Then I know another thii^, litle Bayes^ that 
thou hast had her, egad. 

Bayes. No, *egadj not yet ; but I'm sure I shall j 
for I havi talked bawdy to her already, j 
• John. Hast thou feith ? « Pr'ythee, how was that ? 

•* Bayes* Why, sir, there is in the French tongue 
** a certain criticism, which, by the variation of the 
** masculine adje£Hve instead of the feminine, makes 
*' a quite different signification of the word : as for 
** example, ma *vie is my life j but if before 'vie you 
** put mony instead of ma, you make it bawdy. 
. ** John, Very true. ^ 

<* Bayes. Now, sir, I have observed this, I set a 
*• trap for her the other day in the tyrin^-room j for 
*5 this, said I, adieu bel esperansa de ma w, (which, 
** 'egad, is very pretty:) to which she answered, I 
" vow, almost as prettily, every jot j for she said, 
V songes a ma w. Monsieur. Whereupon I presently 

** snapped this upon her, Non, non, madam Songez, 

<* 'vous a mon, by gad, and named the thing dueftly 
</ to her. 

'^ Smith. This is one of the richest stories, Mr. 
«' Bayes, that ever I heard of.'' 
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Bqpis. Ay, let me alone 5 'egad, whew i get to them; 
rJl nick themi t Virarrant you. But Vm a little nice 5 
for, you must knoy^, at this time I am kept by another' 
woman lit the city; 

Smith, How, kept! For^hat? 

Bayes. Why, for a be/zu gatfon ; J am, i'fockins. 

Smith, Nay, then we shall never have done. 

Bayes, And the rogue is so fond of me, Mr. John- 
ton, tliat I vow to Gad, I know not what to do with 
myself. 

John. i)o with thyself! No, I wonder how thou 
canst make shift to hold out it this rate. 

Bajes; Oh^ devil ! I can toil like a horse : only some- 
fimes it makes me melancholy f and then, I vow to' 
Gad, for a whole day together, I am not able to sny 
you one good thing, if it were to save my life- ' 

Smith, That we do verily belie ve^ Mr. Bayes. 

Bayet^ And tliat's the ohly thing, 'egad, which mads 
Aie in my amours 5 for V\\ tell you, as a friend ^ Mr. 
Johnson, my acquaintance, I hear, begin to give out 
that I am dull— Now I am the farthest from it in the 
whole world, 'egad i but, only forsooth, they think I 
am so, because I can say nothing. 

John, Phpo, pox! that's ill-natur'dly done of them. 

Bayes, Ay,'gad, there's no trusting of these rogues— 
But — a — come, let's sit down. Look you, sirs, the 
chief hinge of this play, upon which the whole plot 
moves and turns, and that causes the variety of all the 
several accidents, which, you know, are the things in 
nature tliat make up the grand refinement of a play, 
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\%f that I suppose tvro kings of the same "place ? (4) as 
for ei^ainple, at Brentford : for I love to write fami- 
lij^ly. Now the people having the same relations to 
them both, the same affeftions, the s^me duty, thQ sama 
obedience, and all that, arc divided amongst themselves 
in point of devoir and interest, how to behave them? 
selves equally between them. These kings^ diifering 
sometimes in particular, though in the main they agree 
-^ — I know n^t whether I make myse\f well under^ 
stood. 

John. I di4 not observe yoU| ^ir. Pray, say that 
again. 

Bayes. Why, look yqu, sir % nay, I beseech you, be 
a little curious in taking notice of this ; (or else you'll 
never unders^nd my notion of the thing) the peoples 
(jeing embarrassed by theu* equ^ tjes to both, ai\d the 
sovereigns concerned in a reciprocal regard, as well to 
their own interest, as the good of the people, th^y 
make a certain kind of a — you understand n\e-? — rUp- 
on which there do arise several disputes, tm'moils, 
heart-burnings, ai^d all'thatr: — In fine, you'll under- 
stand it better when you see it. 

[:Bxitto call the Players » 

Smth. I find the author will be very much Qbliged 
to the players^ if they can make any sense out of th^. 

Bayes re-enters, 
Mt^es. ^k)w, gentlemen, I would fai^ ask your opi- 
luon of on^ thing 5 I have made a prologue and an 
epilogue, which may both serve for either, (5) that is. 
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the prologue for the epilogue, or the fepilogue for the 
prologue ; (do you mark ?) nay, they may both serve 
too, 'egad, for any other play as ^ell jls this. 

Smth. Very well j- that's indeed artificial; 

Bayes. And I would fain ask yoUr judgnlents, now^ 
^hich of them would do best for the prologue. For, 
you must knowv there is, in nature, but two ways of 
making very good prologues. The one is by civility, 
by insinuation, good language, and all that, t o a 
—in a manner, steal your plaudit from the courtesy 
of the auditors : the other, by making use of some cer. 
tain {^ersohkl tilings, \Vhich may keep a bank upon 
such censuring persons, as cannot otherways, 'egad» 
in nature, be hindered from being too free with their 
tongues j to which end, my first" prologue is, that I 
come out in a long black Veil, and a great huge hang^ 
man behind me, with a furrM cap, and his sword 
drawn j and there tell them plainly, that if, out of 
good-nature, they will hot Uke my plity, 'egad> FU 
e'en kneel down, and he shall cut my head off. Where* 
tipon they all fall a clappin g ^ a — 

Stmth, Ay, but suppose they don't. 

Bayes, Suppose! Sir, you may suppose what yott 
pleasJs \ I have nothing to do with your suppose, sir ; 
nor am at aU mortified at it \ not at all, sir \ 'egad; 
not one jot, sir. Suppose, qooth-^ 1— ha, ha> ha 1 

\Walk$ itway, 

John. Phoo ! pr^)rthce, Bayesi don't mind what he 
says } he's a fellow newly come out of the country 5 he 
knows nothing of what's the relish here, of the toiwn. 
B y 
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Bayes. If I writ, sir, tp please the coiftitry, I should 
have followed the old plain way \ but I write for some 
persons of quality, and pepuliar friends of mine, th^t 
understand w^at fl^e and power in writing is j and 
they do me right, sir, to approve of what I do. 

John. Ay, ay, they will clap, I Warrant you } neve* 
fear it» 

Bayes. Vm sure the design is good \ that cannot b^ 
denied. And then for language, ^egad, I defy then| 
all in nature to mend it. Besides, sir, I have printed 
above a hundred sheets of paper, to insii^uate the plot 
into the boxes { {6) and withal, have ap^inted tw(^ 
pr three dozen of my friends to be ready in the pit| 
who, I*n|i sure, will plap, a^d so. jtherest, y<m know, 
must follow ; and then, pray, sir, what becomes of 
vour suppose ? Ha, ha, ha I 

John, I>^^y, if the business be so weU laid^ it cannof: 
fniss. V 

Bayes, I think so, sir j and therefor^ would chustf 
this to be the prolc^ue. Fof if I could engajg;e then^ 
^o clap before they see Ae play> you know it would 
be so m|ich the better, because then they were en^ 
pged : for tet a man write ever sq well, there are now- 
^-days, a fort of persons, J7) theyc^ll critics, thatt 
*«gad, have no more lyit in thena than so many hobby- 
horses \ but they'll laugh at you, sir, and find faulty 
and censure things, thsit, 'egad, I*m sure they are not 
able to do themselves. A sort of envious persons, 
^at emulate the glories of persons of parts, and think 
\Q bpild their feme^ by caluii[|nvating of persoi^, tha; 
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*cgad, to my knowledge, of all persons in the world 
are, in nature, the persons that do as much despise all 
that as— a— ^In fine, I'll say no more of them. 

John. Nay, you have said enough of them, in all 
conscience j Tin sure more than they'll e'er be able to 
answer* ' 

Bayis, Why, Y\\ tell jrou, sir, sincerely, and bona 
Jidey were it not for the sake df some ingenious per- 
sons, and choice female spirits, that have a value for 
irife, I w ould see them all harig'd, *egad, before I would 
e'er set pen to paper, but let them live in ignorance, 
like ingrates. 

yohn. Ay, marry, tliat '^ttt a way to be revenged 
of them indeed j and if I were in your place now, t 
woi^ld do so. 

Bayes, No, sir ; there are certain ti6s upon me^ that 
I cannot be disengaged from, otherwise I would. (8) 
But, pray, sir, ho^ do you like my hangman? 

Smiib. By my troth, sir, I should like him very welU 
• Bayesi fiut how do you like it, sir? (for I see you 
can judge.) Would you have it for a prologue, or the . 
epilogue? 

John^ Faith, sir, 'tis so good, let it e'en serve for 
both. 

Bayes, No, no, that won*t do. Besides, I have 
. made another. 

'Jobn. What other, sir? 

Bayes; Why, sir, my other is Thunder an4 Light- 
ning. 

"John. That's greater 5 I'd rather stick to that, , 
B iij 
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B ay es, J)o'yovL think so ? I'll tell you, then 3 though 
there have been many witty prologues written of late^ 
yet I think you'll ^ay this is a no^ pareiUo : I'm sure 
nobody i)as hit upon it yet. For, her?, sii*, | make my 
prologue to be a dialogue $ and as, in my firsts you see, 
J strive to oblige the ^i^ditprs by civility, by good na- 
ture, good |a|[^guage, and all that ; so, in this, by the 
other way, in terrw'em, I chu^ fol* the persons Thunder 
^nd Liglitnjng. Do you apprehend the conceit ? 

John, Phoo, pox! then you have it cock-sure.*-* 
They'll be hanged before they'll darf affront an author 
tliat has thejn at that lock. 

Bayes, I haye made, too, one oi the most delicatCj^ 
painty similes ii^ the whqle v^orld^ 'egad;, if I knevy- but • 
Jiow to apply it. 
Smithy Let's hear it,I pray you. 
Bayes. 'Tis an allusion of love. (9) 
go boar and sow, when any storm is nigh, 
Snuff up, and smell it gath'ring in the sky y 
Boar beckons sow to trot in phesnut groves. 
And tliere consummate their unfinish'd loves. 
Pensive in mud they wallow all alone. 
And snore and gruntle to each other's moan. 
How do you like it now, ha ? 

John, Faith, "'tis extraordinary -fine, and very appli- 
cable to thunder and lightning, methinks, because it 
speaks of astorn^. 

Bay€s, 'Egad, and so it does, now I tl^ink on't. Mr. 
Johnson, I thank you ; and I'll put it in projedo,-^ 
Come out, Thunder jmd Lightning. 

Digitized by LjOOQ 16 



^ I^ THE REHEARSAL. I9 

Thunder «W Lightning «?«/^. ' 

^un. I am the boki Thunder, (lo) 

Bayes, Mi*. Cartwright, pr'ythee, speak that a little 
louder, and with a hoarse voice. I am tlie bold Thun- 
der. Pshaw ! speak it me in a voice that thunders it out 
indeed. I am the bold Tl^under, 

Thun, I am the bold Thunder. 

Light, The brisk Lightning I. 

Bayes. Nay, but you must be quick and nimble—— 
^he brisk Lightning I. That's my meaning, 

Tbun, I am the bravest He6tor of the sky. 

.Light, And I fair Helen thaj made Hedor die. 

Tbun. I strike men down. 

IJght, I fire the town. 

Thun, Let critics take heed how they grumble, f i j ) 
For then 1 begin for to rumble. 

^.ight, Let the ladies allow us their gr.ices, 

Or rU blast all the paint on their faces, 
And dry up their Pct^r t j soot. 

'Jhun* Let the critics look to't. 

Light, Let the ladies look to't^ 

T/>««. For Thunder will do't. 

Light, For Lightning y;\\\ shoot. 

Than, Til give yon d.ish for dash, 

Ligh{» Vi\ give you flasli for flash. 

Gallants, lil singe yoi|r fes^ther. 

^bun, I'll thunder you together, 

Both, Look to't, look to't ; wc*4l do*t, weH do't j 
f-ook to't, we'll do't. [Tvjlu or thrice repeated* 
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Bayes. There ; no more. [Exeunt antbo.l *Tis but a 
flash of a prologue ; a droll. 

Smith. Yes, 'tis short indeed, but very terrible* 
Bayes. Ay, when the simile's in, it will do to a mi- 
racle, 'egad. Come, come, begin the play. 

ist Player enters, 

ist Play* Sir, Mr. Ivory is rtot come yet, but he*II 
be here presently j he's two doors oiF. (iz) 

B^iyes. Come, then, gentlemen, let's go out and take 
a pipe of tobacco. [Exeunt^ 

ACT 11. SCENE I. 



Bayes, JOHNsaw, and Smith, etiter, 

Bayes, 
Now, sir, because I'll do nothing here that ever was 
done before, instead of beginning with a scene that 
discovers something of the plot, I begin this play with 
a whisper, (i) 

Smith. Umph ! very new, indeed. 

Bayes. Come, take your seats. Begin, sirs. 

The Gentleman-Usher and Physician enter, 

Fhys. Sir, by your habit, I should guess you to be 
the Gentleman-Usher of this sumptuous palace. . 

Usb. And by your gait and fashion, I should almost 
suspedi: you rule the hcaltiis of both oui* noble kings, 
lyide;; the notion of Physician. 
2 
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Pbys, Vou hit my *fun6lion right, 

Usb. And you mine. 

Phys. Then let's embrace. 

Usb, Come, 

rbys. Come. 

^'oit/r. Pray, sir, who are those so very civil persons ? 

Bayes. Why, sir, the Gentleman-Usher and Pbysi - 
plan of the two kings of Brentford. / 

Jobn•^^\xt, pray, ^hen, how comes it to pass that 
fliey know one another no better ? 

Bayes. Ph^o I " that's for the better carrying on of 
^hc plot. 

Jobn. Very well. 

Pbys, Sir, to conclude — - 

Smisb, What, before he begins ? 

Bayes. No, sir, you must^know they had been talk- 
Jng of this a pretty while without. 

Smitb> Where ? In the tyring- room ? 

Bayes, Why, ay, sir^r-JIe's so dull I— — Come, speak 
again. 

Phys. Sir, to conclude, the place you fill has more 
tiian amply exacted the talents c|f a wary pilot 5 and 
all these threatning storms, which, like impregnate 
clouds, ■ hover o'er our heads, will (when they once 
are grasp'd but by fhe eye of reason) melt into fruit* 
fill showers of blessmgs on the people. 

Bayes, Pray, mark the allegory ! Is not that good > '. 
John, Yes, that grasping of a storm with the eye is 
admirable. 
Fhys, But yet scmie rumoiu*s great are stirring j and 

Digitized by LjOOQ 16 



^t THE REHEARSAL. J^ iTi 

if. Lorenzo should prove false, (which none but the 
great gods can tell) you then, perhaps, would find 
that [Whispers, 

Bayes, Now he whispers. 

Usb. Alone, do you say ? 

Fhys, No } attended with the noble [Wbisfers, 

Bayes. Again. 

Usb, Who, he in grey ? 

Fhys, Yes j and at the head of— ^— [Whispersi 

Bayes, Pray, maik. 

Uib, Then, sir, most certain 'twill in time appear^ 
These are the reasons that have mov'd him to't : 
First, he [Whispers. 

Bayes, Now, the other whispers. 

Usb, Secondly, the y ^ ■ [Whispers. 

Bayes. At it stiil. 

Usb. Thirdly, and lastly, both he and the y ■ 

[Whispers. 

Bayes. Now they both whisper^ [Exeunt fwbispering. 
Now, gentlemen, pray, tell me true, and without flat', 
tery, is not this a very odd beginning of a play ? 

^obn. In troth, I think it is, sir. But why two 
kings of the same place ? 

Bayes, Why, because 'tis new j and that's it I aim 
St. I despise your Johnson and fieaumont, that bor* 
rowed all they writ from nature; I am for fetching it 
purely out of my own fancy, I. 

Smith. But what think you ©f Sir John Suckling? 

Bayes, By gad, Vm a better poet than he. 

Smith. Well, sir j but, pray, why all this whispcrii^? 
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Baj^es, Why, sir, (besides that it is new, as I told you 
before) because they are supposed to be politicians j and 
matters of state ought to be divulged. 

Sfmi\^ But then, sir, why ■ ■ . ■ 

Bayes. ^ir, if you'll but respite your curiosity till the 
end of the fifth a6l", you'll find it a piece of patience 
not ill recompensed. [Goes to the door. 

John, How dost thou like this, Fra^k ? Is it not just 
as I told thee ? 

Smith. Why, I never did before this see any thing 
in nature, and all that, (as Mr. Bayes ^ays) s^o foolish, 
but I could give some guess at what moved the fop to 
dp it ; but this, I confess, does go beyond my reach. 

John, " It is all alike ; Mr. Wintershall has informed 
*f me of this play already, (a) And I'll tell thee, 
** Frank, thou shalt not see one scene here worth one 
*< farthing, or like any thing thou canst. imagipe has 
« ever been the praftice of the world. A^d then, 
*• when he comes to what he calls good language, it is, 
*< as I told thee, very fantastical, most abominably 
<* dull, and not one word to the purpose. 

** Smith, It does surprise me, I'm sure, very much." 

John, ** Ay, Uut it won't do so long.^' By that 
time thou hast seen a play or t;wp, that I'll shew thee, 
thou wilt be pretty well acquainted with this new kind 
of foppery. 

Smith, Pox on't, but there's no pleasure- in him : ' 
he's too gross a fool to be laughed at. 



dbyGoogk 



24 tH£ RItiEARSAi* 4^ iti 

' . Bayes enters, 

John* I'll swear, Mr. Bayes, you haivc doiie this: 
scene most admirably : though, I must tell you, sir, it 
i$ a.veiy difficult matter to pen a whisper wdl. 
. B^es, Ay, gentlemen, when you come to^ write 
yourselves, on my word,- youUl find it so. 

John. Have a care of what you say, Mr. Bayes : for 
Mr. Smith, there, I assure you', has written a great 
many fine things already. 

. Bayes, Has be, i'fackins ? Why, tlien, I pray, sir,* 
bow do you do when you write ? 

Smth. Faithy sir, for the most part, I am in pretty 
good health. 

Bayes, Ay, but I mean, what do you do when youf 
write ? 

Smith, I take pen, ink, and paper, and sit dovm. 

Bayes, Now I write staiKting, that's one thing j anrf 
then another thing is, with what do you prepare your- 
self? 

Smith, Prepare myself! What the devil does the 
fool mean ? 

Bayes, Why, 111 tell you now what I ^o, l£t am 
to write familiar things, as sonnets to Armidai (3) and 
the like, I make use of stew\i prunes only ; but when 
I have a grand design in hand, I ever take physic, and 
let blood I for when you would have pure swiftness of 
tliought, and fiery- flights of fancy, you must have a 
care of the pensive part. In fine, you must purge the 
Wily. 
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Smith, iy my troth, sir, thb is a most admirable re- 
ceipt for writing. 

Bay es. Ay i 'tis my secret j and> in goodcamesti I 
think, one of the best I hare. 

Smith, In good faith, sir, and that may Yery well be, 

Bay^i, May be, sir I 'Egad, I'm sure on't. Experto 
€rede Roberto, But I must give you this caution by tbf 
way, be sure you never tak« snuif when you writ«« (4) 

Smth. Why so, sir ? 

Bajes, Why, it spoiled me once, *egad, one of the 
sparkishest plays in all England; But a friend of mine, 
at Gresham-college, has promised to help me to some 
spirit of brains ^ and, 'egad, that shall do my business. 

SCES'E IL 



T^o Kings, band in handfentifi 

iayes. Oh, these are now the two Kings of Brentford j 
take notice of their style ; 'twas never yet upon the 
stage 'y but if you like it, I cOuld make a shift, perhaps, 
to shew you a whole play writ all just so^ 

1st King, Did you observe their whispers, brother 
King ? 

a,d King I did, and heard, besides, a grave bird sing. 
That they intend, sweetheart, to play us pranks. 

Bayes, This is now familiar ; because they are botk 
persons of the same quality* 

Smith, '8death ! this would make a man spew. 

jst King. If that design appears, 
c 
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rH kig them by the ears* 
Until I make them crack. 

«(/ King, And 86 will I i'£stck. 

jst King. You must begin, mafoy, 

td King, Sweet sir, pardonnex ntoy, 

hayei, Mark that j I make them both speak French* 
to shew their breedihg. 

Jshn* Oh, 'tis extraordinay fine! 

%d King. Then, spite of fate, we'll thus combined 
stand. 
And, like two b^rothers, walk still hand \a 
hand. \Exewit Reges* 

John, This is a majestic scene, indeed. 

Bayes, Ay, *ti8 a crust, a lasting crust for your 
rogue-critics, 'egad j I would fain see the proudest of 
them all but dare to nibble at this ; 'egad, if they do, 
this shall rub their gums for them, I promise you. It 
was I, you must know, that have written a whole play 
just in this very same style 5 it was never adcd yet. 

John. How so? 

Boj^s. 'Egad, I can hardly tell you for laughing ; haa 
ha, ha ! it is so pleasant a story $ ha, ha, ha I 

Smith, What is it ? 

Bayes, 'Egad, the players refused to aft it 5 ha, ha, ha! 

Smith, That's impossible 1 

Bayes. 'Egad, they did it, sir 5 point blank refused 
It, 'egad. Ha, ha, ha ! 

John, Fie, that was rude ! 

Bayes, Rude ! ay, 'egad, they are the rudest, unci- 
vilest persons, and all that, in the world, 'egad. 'Egad, 
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there's Ao living with them.. I have written, Mr. 
Johilson, I do verily believe, a whole cart load of 
things, every whit as good as this j and yet, I vow to 
Gad, these insolent ratftials have turned them all back 
upon my hands again. 

John, Strange fellows indeed! 

Smth. But pray, Mr. Bayes, how came these two 
Kings to know of this whisper? For, as I remember, 
they were not present at it. 

Bayes. No ; but that's the a6tor's fault, and not 
mine; for the two kings should (a pox take them!) 
have poppM both their heads in at the door, just a# 
the other went off. 

Smith. That, indeed, would have done it. 

Msyes. Done it! ay, 'egad, these fellows are able to 
gpoil the be^ things in Christendom. I'll tell you, Mr. 
Johnson, I vow to Gad, I have been so highly diso* 
bliged by the peremptoriness of these fellows, that I am 
resolved hereafter to bend my thoughts wholly for the 
'service of the nursery, and mump your proud players, 
*cgad. So, now Prince Prettyman comes in, and falls 
asleep, making love to his mistress \ *^ whjch, you 
<* know was a grand intrigue in a late play, (5) writ- 
** ten by a very lionest gentleman, a knight." 

SCEl^E IIL 



Prince Prettyman enierf. 
Prei. How strange a captive am I grown of late! 
Shall I accuse my love, or blame my fate ^ 
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My love I cannot j that is too divine ; 
And against fate iwhat mortal dares repine f 

Chi:' ORIS enters » 
But here she comes. 
Sure 'tis some blazing comet ! is it not i 

[Lies dozvff, 

Bayes, Blazing comet I Mark that ; 'egad, very fine. 

Pret, But I am so surpriz'd with sleep, I cannot 
speak the rest. [Sleeps. 

Bayes, Does not that, now, surprize you, to fall 
•sleep in the nick ? His spirits exhale with the heat of 
his passion, and all that, and, swop, he falls asleep^ as 
you see. Now, here she must make a simile. 

Smith. Where's the necessity of that, Mr. Bayes ? 

Bajes, Because she's surprised. That's ^ general 
pile ; you must ever make a simile when you are stirr 
prised ; 'tis the new way of writing. 

Chloris. (6) As some tall pine, which we on ^tna find 

T' have stood the rage of many a boist'rous wind. 

Feeling without that flames within do play. 

Which would consume his i^oot and sap away j 
• He spreads his worsted arms unto the skies, 

Silently grieves, all pale, repines, and dies : 

So, shrouded up, your bright eye disappears. 

Break forth, bright scorching sun, and dry my tears, 

[Exit^ 

John. Mr. Bayes, methinks this simile wants a little 
application, too. 

Baj^s, No faith ; for it alludes to passion, to CQ% 
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suming, to <^ying> and all that, which» yt)Vi !fiuiow, aro. 
the natural eiieds of an amour^ But I^m afraid this 
scene has made you sad \ for, I must confess, when I 
writ it, I wept myself. 

Smith, No, truly, sir, my sjpirits aiie almost exhal'd 
too, and I'm likelier to faU asleep. 

Prince Prettyman starts Tt^pt andsayt^ 

Fret. It is resolvM ! lExlU 

Bajts. That^B all. 

S^Hb. Mr. Bayes, may otte be so bold as tp ask you 
/one question now, and you not be angfy I 

Bayes. Oh, Lord, sir, 'you may ask me any thing I 
what you please j I vow to Gad, you do me a g^eat deal 
of honour*: you do not know me, if you say that, sir. 

Smth. Then, pray, what is it tliat this prince here 
has resolved in his sleep ? 

Bayes. Why, I must confess, that question is well 
enough asked for one that is not acquainted with this 
new Way of writing. But you must know, sir, that's 
to out-do all my fellow-writers^ whereas they keep 
their intrigo secret, till the very last scene before the 
tlance 5 I now, sir, (do you mark me?)— a— 

Smith. Begin the play and emd it^ without ever opeQ- 
5ng the plot at ail. 

Bayes. I do so, that's the very j^ain truth on't \ ha, 
ha^ hal I do, 'ega4. If they cannot find it out them* 
selves, e'en let them aloae for gayes, I warrant you. 
But here, now, is a scone of business. Pray, observe 
it$ for I dure say, you'll thinK it ao )inwi$e 4^sc9ur»c 
c ig 

Digitized by LjOOQ iC 



30 -THE REHEARSAL. J3 H^ 

this, nor ill argued. To t€ll you true, *tis a discourse 
I over-heard once betwixt two grand, sober, governing 
persons. 

■ ' ' .." - i ■ ' J 
SCENE ir. 



The Gentleman- Usher and Physician enter, 

Usb, Come, sir, let's state the matter of faft, and lay 
our heads together. 

' Phy, Right, lay our heads together. I love to bq 
meriy, sometimes ; but when a knotty point comes, I 
lay my head close to it, with a siiuft*-l>ox in my hand j 
and then I fegue it away, i'futh. 

Bayes. I do just so, 'egad, always. 

Ush, The grand question is, whether they heard us 
whisper? Which I divide thus— 

Pbys. Yes, it must be divided so, indeed. 

Smtb, That's very complaisant, I swear, Mr. Bayes, 
*to be of another man's opinion, before he knows what 
it is. 

Bayes, Nay, I bring in none here, but well-bred per- 
sons, I assure you. 

UsbiH divide the question into when they heard| 
what they heard, and whether th.ey heard or no ? 

John, Most admirably divided, I swear I 

Ush, As to the when, you say, just now j so that is 
answered. Then» as for what, that answers ilself ; for 
vhat could they hear, but what we talked of? So that, 
naturally, and of ntcessity, we come to the last qucs: 
tion> 'videlicet^ Whether Jthey heard Qr no? 
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Stmtb. This is a very .wise scene, Mr. Baycs. 

Bayes, Ay, you have it right ; they aie both politic- 
clans. 

Usb, Pr3.y, then, to proceed in method, let me ask 
yoa that question. 

Pbjf, Nq, you'll answer better } pray, let me asjc 
jt you. 

UsJj, Your will must be a law. 

Phys, Come then, what is't I must ask ? 

Smith. This pohtician, I perceive, Mr. Bayes, has 
somewhat a short memory. 

Bayes. Why, sir, you must know, that t'other is the 
main politician, and tliis is but his pupil. 

U:h. YovL may ask me whether they heard us whisper? 

Pbys. Well, I do so. 

Usb. Say it then. 

<* S/nitb. Hey-day! here is the bravest work that 
^' ever I saw. 

«* JobfL'on. This is mighty methodical. 

<' Bnjes. Ay, sir, that's the way ; 'tis the way of art j 
^* there is no other way, 'egad, in business." 

Fhys. Did they hear us whisper ? 

Usb, Why, ti*uly, I can't tell ; there's much to be 
said upon the wojcd whisper. To whisper in Latin is 
jusunare, which is as much as to say, to speak softly 5 
. now, if they heard us speak sof tly» they heai d us whis- 
per i but then comes in the quomocio, tlie how j how 
|iid they .heai* us whisper ? Why, as to that, there arc 
two ways $ the one by' chance or accident ; the other 
. p>i purpose i thJ^t i§, with desigu to h?ar us whisper. 

Digitized by LjOOQ 16 



)t THE HBflBAltf At. AS H. 

Pbys. Najr, if they beard us that way, FU never give 
them physic more. 

Usb, Nor I e'er more will walk abroad before them^ 

Bayes. Pray, mark this ; for a great deal depends 
upon it towards tlie latter end of the play^ 

Smitb. I suppose that's the reason why you brought 
in this scene, Mr. Bayes. 

Bayes, Partly, it was, sir $ but, I confess, I was 
not unwilling, besides, to shew the world a pattern 
here, how men should talk of business. 

Jobn, You have done it exceeding well indeed. 

Bayes^ Yes, 1 think this will do. 

Pbys. Well, if they heard us whisper, they will turn 
us out, and nobody else will take usv 

Smith . Not for politicians, I dare answer for it. 

Pbys. Let*s then no more ourselves in vain bemoan s 
We are not safe until we them untlu-onew 

Usb. 'Tis right. 
And since occasiot^ now seems Monait, 
I'll seize on this, and you shall take that chair. 

{They draw tbeir S -words, and sit in the fWQ great 
Chairs upon the Stage, 

Bayes, There's now an odd surprise! the whole 
state's turned quite topsy-tui*vy, (7) without any po* 
ther, or stir, in the whole world, 'egad. 

John, A very silent change of government truly, at 
tfever I heard of, 

Bayes, It is so : and yet you ihUl set nie bring them 
in again, by and by, in as odd a way every jot* 

iTie Usurpers m0rch qf, flourishing tkeir StKtordx^ 
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Shirly enters. 

Shir, Hey ho ! hey ho ! what a change is here I Hey 
day ! hey day ! I know not what to do, nor what to 
say! (8) [Exit. 

f John. Mr. Bayes, in my opinion, «ow, that gende- 
man might have said a little more upon this occasion. | 

Bayes. No, sir, not at all ; for I undcrwrit his part 
on purpose to set off the rest. 

John, Gry you mercy, sir. 

Smith, But, pray, sir, how came they to depose the 
Kings so easily ? 

Bajes, Why, sir, you must know, they long had a 
design to do it before ; but never could put it in prac- 
tice till now ; and to tell you ti-ue, that's one reason 
why I made them whisper so at first. 

Smith, Oh, very well! now I am fully satisfied. 

Bayes, Ami then, to shew you, sir, it was not don« 
€0 very easily neither, in the next scene you shall see 
some fighting. 

Smith. Oh, ho! so then you make the struggle to bo 
after the business is done. 

Bayes. Ay. 

Smith, Oh, I conceive you I That, I swear, is v^ry 
patural. 
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SCENE F. 

four Soldiers enter at one doory and four at onotber^ 
ivttb their S^words draswn* 

tst Sold. Stand. Whd goes there ? 

%dSoId. A friend; 

tst Sold, What friend? 

a</ Sold, A friend to the house* 

tst Sold. Fall on. ITbey all kill one another. 

[Music strikes, 

Bayes. [To the Music J] Hold, hold! [// ceases. 1-^ 
Mow here's an odd surprise 3 all these dead rpen you 
shall see rise up presently, at a cej tain note that I have 
made in ejfaul fiat^ and fall a dancing. Do you hear, 
dead men ? Keinember your note m^ffaut fiat-^^Tn tkf 
Music.l Play on. Novr, now, now I [1'he Music phys 
his note^ and the dead Men rise, hat cannot get in order Jl 
Oh, Lord I Qh, Lord ! Out, out, out 1 Did ever mea 
spoil a good thing so ? No figure, no ear, no time, no 
thing ! Udzookcrs, you dance worse than the angeU 
in Harry the Eighth, or the tat spirits in the Tempest^ 
'egad. 

%st Sold» Why, fir, *tis impossible t<i do any thing 
in time to this tune. 

Bayes. Oh, Lord! Oh> Lord! impossible! Why, 
gentlemen, if there be any faith in a person that's a 
Christian, I sat up two whole nights in composing this 
air, and adapting it for the business ; for if you obsei*ve| 
there are two several designs in this tune 5 it begins 
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swift, and ends slow. You talk of time and time ; 
you shall see me do't. Look you now ; here I am 
dead. [£w do^n flat on bis face,"] Now mark my 
tiOttefatttflat. Strike Up, music. tJovrl l^s be rises 
up basiify, befalls donjuii again^l Ah, gadzookcrs, I have 
broke my nose! 

Jnbn, By my troth, Mr. Bayes, this is a very unfor- 
tunate note of yours, in effaut, 

Bayes. A plague of this damn'd stage! with your 
nails, and your tenter-hooks, that a gentleman can't 
come to teach you to a6V, but he must brtak his nose, 
and his face, and the devil and all. Pray, sir, can you 
help me to a piece of wet brown paper ? 

Smitb, No, indeed, sir } I don't usually carry any 
about me, 

2^ SoU, Sir, I'll go get you some within presently. 

Bayes, Go, go, then, I'll follow you. Pray, dance 
out the dance, and 111 be with you in a moment. Re- 
member, and dance like horsemen. [Exit, 

** Smith. Like horsemen ! What a plague can that be ? 
** [Tbey dance tbe DancCy but can make nothing of it, 

** jst Sold, A devil ! let'? try this no longer j play 
<* my dance, that Mr. Bayes found fault with so. 

** [^Dance^ and exeunt, 

«< Smth. What can this fool be doing all this while 
V about his nose? 

" John, Pr'ythee, let's go see," 
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ACT UL SCENE L 



^AYEs enters, fwitb a loafer on his Nose, and the tiva 
Gentlemen.' 

Bayes, 

Now, siris, this I dd, because ray fancy, in this play^ 
is to end every a6t with a dance. 

Smith. Faith, that fancy is very good j but I should 
tardly have broke my nose for it, though* 

Jobn, That fancy, I suppose, is new too. 

Bajes, Sir, all my fancies are so. I tread upon no 
man's heels, but make my flight upon my own wings, 
I assure you. Now, here comes in a scene of sheer 
wit, without any mixture in the whole world, 'egad, 
between Prince Prettyman and his faylor; it might 
properly enough be called a priie of wit j for you shall 
see them come in one tipori another snip-snap, hit for 
hit, as fast as can be. First one speaks, then presently 
t'other's upon him, slap with a repartee, then he at 
him again, dash Vvith jHieW conceit j and so eternally, 
eternally, 'egad, till they go quite off the stage. 

{Goes to call the Players^ 

Smith, What a plague does this fop mean, by hi* 
snip-snap, hit for hit, and dash. 

John, Mean ! why he never meant any thing ia'^ 
life 5 what dost talk of meaning for ? 

Bayes enters, 
Bayes. Why don't you come in i 
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Prince PREtTYMAfi and Tom Thimble enter, (i) 
This scene ^ill make you die wfth laughing, if it be 
well afted, for it is as full of drollery as ever it can 
hold. *Tis like an orange stuffed with cloves, as for 
conceit. 

Pret. But, pr'ythee, Tom Thimble, why wilt thou 
needs marry ? If nine taylors make but one man, and 
one woman cannot be satisfied with nine men ; what 
work art thou cutting out here for tliyself, trow ! - 

Bayes. Good. 

Tbim, Why, au't please your highness, if I can't 
make up all the work I cut out, I shan't want journey- 
men enow to help me, I warrant you. 

Bayes, Good again. 

Pret, I am afraid thy journe3nnen, though, Tom, 
won't work by the day, but by the night. 

Bqyes. Good still. 

7bim* However, if my wife sits but cross-legged, as 
I do, there will be no great danger : not half so much 
as when I trusted you, sir, for your coronation-suit. 

Bayes* Very jgood, i'faith. 

Pret, Why the times then lived upon trust j it was 
the fashion. You would not be out of time, at such a 
time as that, sure : a taylor, you know, must never be 
out of fashion. 

Bajes, ^ight. 

Tbim, I am sure, sir, I made your clothes in the 
court-fashion, for you never paid me yet. 

Bayes, There's a bob fbr the court, (a) 
D 
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Pret, Why, Tom, thou art a sharp rogue when thou 
art angry, I see. Thou pay est me now, methinks. 

Bajes. There's pay upon pay f As good as ever wais 
written, ^gad. 

TbifM, Ay, sir, in your own coin} you give me no* 
thing but words. (3) 

Bayes, Admirable, before Gad ! 

Pret, Well, Tom, I hope shortly I shall have ano« 
ther coin for thee ; for now the wars arc coming on, I 
shall grow to be a man of metal. 

Bajes, Oh, you did not do that half enough. 

John, Metliinks he does it admirably. 

B/iyes. Ay, pretty wellj but he docs not hit me in'tt 
he does not top his pait. (4) 

Thim. That's the way to be stamped yourself, sir. 
I shall see you come home, like an angel for the king't 
evil, with a hole bored through you. [Exeunt. 

Bayes. Ha, there he has hit it up to the hilts, 'egad! 
How do you like it now, gentlemen ? Is not this pure 
wit? 

Smith, 'Tis snip-snap, sir, as you say 5 but, me- 
thinks, not pleasant, nor to the purpose j for the play 
does not go on. 

Bayes, Play does not go on 1 I dont know vftax yoii 
mean ; why, is not this part of the play ? 

Smith, Yes j but the plot stands still. 

Bayes, Plot stand still ! Why, what a devil it a £^ot 
good for, but to bring in fine things \ 

Smith, Oh, I did not know that before, 

Bayes. No> I think you did not, nor many tbingt 
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i^orC) that I am master of. Now> s)r» *egad, this h 
the bane of all us writers j let us soai' but ever 90 little 
above the common pitch, 'egad, all's spoiled, for the 
vulgar never understand it, they can never conceive 
you, ^ir, the cj^cellency of these things. 

John, 'Tis a sad fate, I must coi^ess ; but you write 
c^ gtill for ^1 that, 

Bajes. Write on ! Aye, 'egad> I warrant you. 'Tis 
not their talk shall stop roe j if they catch me at that 
lock>' I'll give them leave to hang me. As long as I 
know my things aire good, (5) what care I what they 
say i What are they gone, without singing my last new 
•ong I *Sl»ud, would ife were in their bellies 1 I'll tell 
you, Mr. Johnson, if I have any skill in these matters, 
I vow to Gad, this song is peremptorily the very best, 
that f ver yet was written 5 you must know it was made 
by Tom Thimble's first wife, after she .was dead. 

Smith, How, sir I after she was dead ? 

payes. Aye, sir, after she was dead. Why, what 
have you to say to that ? 

yokn. Say ! why nothing: he were a dtni that had 
any thii^g to say to that. 

« Buyes, Right. 

** Smith, How did she come to die, pray, sir ? 

" B/iygt, Phoo ! that's no matter ; by a fall. But 
«f here^s tlie conceit, that upon his knowing she was 
** killed by an accident, he supposes, with a sigh, that 
«« she died for love of him. 

f * yoh- Ay, ay, that's well enough 5 let's hear itf 
•«Mr»Bayes, 
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** Bayes, 'Tis to the tune of, Farewel, fair Armida j 
** on seas and in battles, in bullets, and all that* 

^« SONG. (6) 
'* In swords, pikes, and bullets, *ti8 safer to be, 
^* Tftian in a strong castle, i-cmotjcd from thee : 
" My death^s bruise, pray think you gave me, 

though a fall 
** Did give it me more from the top of a wall $ 
<* For then if the moat on her mud would first lay, 
** And after, before you my body convey ; 
** The blue on my breast when you happen to see, 
♦* You'll say with a sigh, there's a true blue for me, 

«* Ha, rogues ! when I am meny, I write these things 

*^ as fast as hops, 'egad $ for, you must know, I am 

** as pleasant a debauchee as ever you saw ; I am, ' 

'« i^faith." 
Smiths But, Mr, Bayes, how comes this song in here ? 

for, methinks, there's no great occasion for it. 
Boj^eL Alack, sir, you know nothing; you miist 

ever interlard your plays with songs, ghosts, and 

dances, if you mean to a i. 

Jcbn* Pit, box, and gallery, Mr. Bayes. (7) 
Bayes. 'Egad, and you have nicked it. Hark you, 

Mr. John?pn, you kj^ow I don't flatter, 'egad you have 

a great deal of wit. * 

John, Oh, Lord, sir, you do me too much honour* 
B^y€s. Nsty> nay, come^ come, Mr. Johnson, I'faith 

f bis must not be said amongst us that have it. I kl^Q^ 
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yoa hxfe wit, by the judgment you make of tbi« play, 
for that^s the measure I go by $ my play is my touch* 
stone. When a man tells me such a one is a person 
of parts. Is he so ? says I j wliat do I do, but bring him 
presently to see this play ; if he likes it, I know what to 
think of him $ if not, your most humble servant, sir; 
lUl no more of him, upon my word, I thank you. I 
am Clara nfoyant, *egad. Now here we go to our bu* 
siness. 

SCENE 11. 

T1V0 Usurpers, band in band, enter, 

Usb, But what's become of Volsclus the great ? 

His presence has not grac'd our courts of late. 
Pbjs, I fear some ill, from emulation sprung. 

Has from us that illustrious hero wrung. 
Bayej. Is not that majestical ? 
Smiib, Yes, but who a devil is that Volscius ? 
Bajes. Why, that*s a prince I make in love with 
Parthenope. 

Smtb, I thank you, sir. 

CoRDELio enters. 
Cor, My lieges, news from Volscius the prince. (8) 
Usb. His news is welcome, whatsoe'er it be. 
Smiib. How, sir! do yoU mean whether it be good 
or bad ? • 

Bi^es, Nay, pray, ar, have a little patience : gad- 
D iij 
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Epokcrs, you'll spoil all my play. Why, sir, 'tif 
impossible to answci* every impertinent question yon 
ask. 

Smth. Cry you merqr, sir. 

Cor, His highness, sirs, commanded me to tell you. 
That the fair person whom you both do know. 
Despairing of forgiveness for her fault. 
In a deep sorrow, twice she did attempt 
Upon her precious life j but, by the car^ 
Of standers-by, prevented was. 

Smith. 'ShcATt, what stuff's here? 

Cor. At last, 
Volscius the great this dire resolve embrac'4 ' 
His servants he into the country sent. 
And he himself to Piccadilly went : 
Where he's informed by letters that she's dead. 

UsIj. Dead ! Is that possible ? Dead 1 

Pbjs. Oh, ye gods ! 

Bayes. There's a smart expression of a passion : 6h| 
ye gods! That's one of my bold strokes, 'eg-ad. 

Smith, Yes ; but who's Ihe fair person that's dead? 

Bayes, That you shall know anon, sir. 

Smith. Nay, if we know at all, 'tis well enough. 

Bayes. Perhaps you may find too, by-and-by, for 
all this, that she's not dead neither. 

Smith. Marry, that's good news indeed : I am glad 
of that with all my heart. 

Bayes, Now here's the man bought in, that is sup, 

posed to have killed her. [A great shout ivithin^. 

'" ' I ■ ■■■ 1. 1. ^ ,1 .■.1, ^ 1. ^ I ^ . 
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SCENE III. 

/Vmastllis enter s^ *wjfb a Booi in her lojid, an4 
Attendants. 
Ama, What shout tnumphant's that i 

A Soldier enters, 
Soid. Shy maidy upon the liver-brink, near Twic'nani 
town, the false assassinate is taken. 

Jma. Thanks to the powers ahovp for this deliver- 
ance! I hope, 

Its slow beginning will portend 
A forward exit to all future end. 
Bayes, Pish, tlieie you are out ; to all future end I 
No } to all future end I You must by the accent upon 
end, or else you lose the conceit. 

Smith, X see you are very perfe6l in these matters. 
Bayes. Ay, sir, I have been long ei\ough at it, one 
'^jirould think, to know something. 

Soldiers enter, dragging in an old Fisherman. 
Ama, Villain, what monster did corrupt thy mind 
T* attack the noblest soul of human kind \ 
Tell me who set thee on. 
fish. Prince Pretty man, 
Ama, To kill whom ? 
Tub. Prince Prettyman ? 

Ama, What, did Prmce Prettj'man hire you to kill 
Prince Prettyman I 
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Fish, No, Prince Volscius. 

Ama, What, did Prince Volscius hire you to kill 
Prince Volscius ? 

Fisb, No, Prince Prettyman. 

Ama» So drag him hence, 

^Till torture of the rack produce his sense. 

[Exeunt, 

Bayes. Mark howl make the horror of his guilt con- 
found his intelie^s, for he*s out at OM and t*otber % 
and that^s the design of this scene. 

Smith, I see, sir, you have a several design for every 
scene. 

Bay, Ay, that's my way of writing 5 and so, sir, I 
can dispatch you a whole play, before another man, 
*egad, can make an end of his plot. 

SCENE IF. 

So now enter Prince Prettyman in a rage. Whero 
the devil is he? Why, Prettyman 1 Why, when, I 
say ? Oh, fie, fie, fie, fie \ all's marred, I vow to Gad, 
quite marred. 

Prettyman enters. 
Phoo^ pox ! you are come too late, sir, now you may 
go out again if you please. I vow to Gad, Mr. > ■ 
a- — 1 would not give a button for my pby, now you 
have done this. 

Pret. What, sir ! 
^ Bayes, What, sir ! 'slife, sir, you should have come 
•ut in choler, souse upon the stage, just as At odifr 
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vrent ofF, Must a man be eternally telling you of 
t(iese things ? 

Jobft, Sure, this must be some very notable matter 
that he's so angry at. 

Smith, I am not of your opinion. 
Bayes. Pish ! Come, let's hear your part, sir. 
fref, Bring my father : why d'ye keep him from met 
^Ithou^h a fisherman, he is my father ? 
Was ever son yet brought to this distress. 
To be, for being a son, made fatherless ? 
Ah ! you just gods, rob me not of a father ! 
The being of a son take from me rather. 

lExit. 
'« Smkb, Well, Ned, what think you now ?" 
J.0im. ** A devil, this is worst of all." Mr. Bayes, 
pray what's the meaning of this scene ? 

B.ayes, Oh, cry you mercy, sir : I protest I had forgot 
to tell you. Why, sir, you must know, that long be- 
fore the beginning of this play, this prince was taken 
by a fisherman. 

Sfmih, How, sir ! taken prisoner? 
fiayes^ Taken prisoner ! Oh, Lord, what a question's 
there ! Did ever any man ask such a question ? Gad- 
zpokers, he has put the plot quite out of my he^d with 
this damned question I What was I going to sgy ? 
Jobft. Nay, the Lord kno^s : I cannot imagine. 
Bayes, Stay, let me secj taken j Oh, 'tis true. Why, 
, ^ir, as I was going to say, his highness here, the princp, 
^8 taken in a ciadle by a fisherman, and brou|;ht up 
^ bis child. 
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Smith, Indeed! 

Bayes, Nay, pr'ythee, hold thy peaCe. And so, sir, 
this murder being committed by the riirer-sidc, the 
fisherman, upon suspicion, was seized, and thereupon 
the prince grew angry. 

Smith. So, so 5 now *tis very plain. 

John. But, Mr. Bayes, is not this some disparage^- 
m?nt in a prince, to pass for a fisherman^s son ? Have 
a care of that, I pray. 

Bayes. No, no, not at all ; for 'tis but for a while : X 
shall fetch him off again presently, you shall see. 

Pr ettym an and Thimble enter. 
Pret. By all the gods, I'll set the world on fire. 

Rather than let them ravish hence my sire* . 
^him. Brave Prettyman, it is at length reveal'd. 

That he is not thy sire who thee concealed* 
Bayes. Lo'you now, there he*8 off again. 
Jobny Admirably done, i'faith I 
Bayes. Ay, now the plot thickens very much upon us. 
Pret. What oracle this darkness can evince! 

Sometimes a fisher^s son, sometimes a prince* 
It is a secftt, great as is the world ; 
In which I, like the soul, am tossed and hurlVL 
The blackest ink of fate sure was my lot. 
And when she writ my name, she made a blot. 

iBxk. 
Bayes. There's a blustering verse for you now. 
Smith> Yes, sir j but why is he so mightily troubled 
to find he is not a fisherman's iqxK f 
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Bayes. Phoo! that u not because he has a mind tt 
be bis son, but for fear he should bethought to be no^ 
body's son at all. 

Smith, Nay, that would trouble a man indeed. 

Bajes. So, let me see. 



SCENE V. 



Prince Volscius enters ^ going outofTo'wn, 

Smith. I thought he had been gone to Piccadilly. 

3^es» Yes, he gave it out so, but that was only to 
cover his design. 

John, What design? 

Mayfs. Why, to head the army that lies conceded 
for him at Knightsbridge. 

John, I see here's a great deal of plot, Mr. Bayes. 

Bayes. Yes, now it begins to break j but we shall 
have a world of more business anon. 

Prince Volscius, Chloris, Amaryllis, and 
Harry enters ivith a Riding-Cloak and Boots. 

Ama, Sir, you ate cruel thus to leave the town. 
And to retire to country solitude. 

Chlo. We hop'd this summer that we should at least 
HaVe held the honour of your company. 

Bajes, Held the honour of your company ! prettily 
expressed : held the honour of your company ! gad- 
2ookers, these fcHows will never take notice of any 
thii%. 
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John. I assure you, sir, I admire it extremely ; I 
don't know what he does« 

Bayes, Ay, ay, he'$ a little envious j but 'tis no gresit 
matter. Come. 
Ama. Pray let us two this single boon obtain ! 

That you will here, vvith poor us, still remain ! 
Before your horses come, pronounce our fate : 
For then, alas ! I fear *twiU be too late. 
Bayes, Sad 1 

Vols, (9) Harr)', Harry, my boots 5 for I'll go range 
among 
My blades encamp'd^ and quit this urban 
throng. 
Smitb, But pray, Mr. Bayes^ is not this a litde dif- 
ficult, that you were saying e*en now, to keep an army 
thus concealed in Knightsbridge ? 
Bayes, In Knightsbridge \ Stay. 
John, No, not if the inn-keepers be his friends. * 
Bayes, His friends! ay, sir, his iutimate acquaint 
tance ; or else indeed I grant it could not be. 
Smith, Yes, faith, so it might be vtry easy. 
Bayes. U^y, if I do not make all thmgs easy, 'egad, 
I'll give you leave to hang me. Now you would tJiink 
that he's gone out of town; but you shall see how 
prettily I have contrived to stop him presently. 

Smith, By my troth, sir, you have so amazed mCf 
that I know not what to think. 

Parthenope enters* 

Vols, Bless me ! how frail are all my best resolves \ 
2 
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How in a moment, is my purpose changed ! 
Too soon I thought myself secure from love. 
Fair madam, give me leave to ask her name (lo) 
Who does so gently rob me of my fame ; 
For I should meet the army out of town, 
And if I fail, must hazard my renown. 
Par, My mother, sir, sells ale by the town-walls j 

And me her dear Parthenope she calls. 
Bayes, Now that's the Parthentfpe I told you of. 
John, Ay, ay, *egad, y6u are xtry right. 
F9ls» Can vulgar vestments high-born beauty shroud ! 
Thou bring'st the morning-pi6tur*d in a 
cloud, (ii) 
Bayes, The morning's pictured in a cloud ! Ah, gad- 
zookers, what a conceit is there ! 

Par, Give you good even, sir. [Exit* 

Vols, Oh, inauspicious stars ! that I was bom 

To sudden love, and to more sudden scorn. 
Ama, and Clo, How ! Prince Volscius in love! Ha, 
ha, ha! (ii) [Exeunt laughing, 

Smib. Sur€, Mr. Bayes, we lost some jest here, 
that they laugh, so. 

Bayes. Why, did you not observe ? He first resolves 
to go out of to\yn ; and then, as he's pulling on his 
boots, falls in love with- her ; ha, ha, ha t 
Smith, Well, and where lies the jest of that ? 
Bayes, Ha ? [lurns to Johnson. 

John, Why in the boots j where should the jest lie ? 
Bayes, 'Eg:id, you are in the right 5 it does lie in the 
s 
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boots [TufW to Smith.] Your friend and I knovf 

where a good jc»t lies, though you don't, sir, 

Smfb, Much good do*t you, sir. 

Bayes, Here now, Mr. Johnson, you shall see a 
combat betwixt love and honour. (13) An ancient 
author has made a whole play: on it j but I have dis- 
patched it all in this scene. 

Vol SCI us sits donvn to pull on bis Boots: Bayes stands 
bjy and o'veroBs the fart as he speaks it. 
¥tls. How has my passion made me Cupid's scoff! 
This hasty boot is on, the other off. 
And sullen lies with amorous design. 
To quit loud fame, and make that beauty mine. 
Zfmth, Pr'ythce, mark what pains Mr. Bayes takes 
to a£t this speech himself! 

John. Ye$, the fool, I sec, is mightily transported 
with it. 
P'ols, My legs, the emblem of my various thought. 
Shew to what sad distraftion I am brought : 
Sometimes with stubborn honour, like this boot. 
My mind is guarded, and resolv'd to do't : 
Sometimes s^ain, that very mind, by love 
Disarmed, like this other leg does prove. 
Shall I to hdnour, or to love give way ? 
Go on, cries Honour ; tender Ix>ve says, nay :( 14) 
Honour aldud commands, pluck both boots^ori i 
B'ut softer love does whisper, put on none. 
What shall I do ? What condu6l shall I find. 
To lead me through this twilight of my mind I 
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For asc bright day, with black approach of night 
Contendmg, makes a doubtful puzzling light \ 
So does my honour, and my love together, 
Puzale me so, I can resolve for neither. 
[Goes out hopping, ivitb one boot orii and V other off. 
John, By my troth, sii , this is as difficult a combat 
AS ever I saw, and as equal ^ for *tis determined on 
neither side. 

Ba^es, Ay, is it not now, *egad, ha ? For to go off 
hip- hop, hip-hop, upon this occasion, is a thousand 
times better than any conclusion in the world, 'egad. 

yobn. Indeed, Mr. Bayes, that hip-hop, in this place> 
as you say, does a vtry great deal. 

Bayes, Oh, all in all, sir j they are these little things 
that mar, or set you off a play 5 " as I remember once 
*^ in a play of mine* I set off a scene, 'egad, beyond 
** expedation, only with a petticoat and the belly- 
"ach (15) 

** Smith, Pray how was that, sir ? 
** Bayes, Why, sir, I contrived a petticoat to b« 
** brought in upon a chair (nobody knew how) into a 
** prince's chamber, whose father was not to see it, 
** that came in by chance. 

«« John. God's-my-life, that was a notable contriv- 
" ance in4e9d. 

" Smith, Ay, but Mr. Bayes, how could you con- 
** trive the belly-ach ? 

«• Bayes, The easiest in the worid, 'egad j I'll tell 
'* you how : I made the Prince set down upon the pet- 
*' ticoat, no mpfe than so, and preteaded to his father. 
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<< that he had just then got the belly- ach ; whereupon 
** his father went to call a physician, and his man ran 
<* away with the petticoat. 

*« Smith, Well, and what followed upon that ? 

** Bayes Nothing j no earthly thing, I vow to Gad. 

** John. On my word, Mr. Bayes, there you hit it. 

** Bayes. Yes, it gave a world of content. And then 
*« I paid them away besides ; for it made them all talk 
** bawdry, ha, ha, ha, ha ! beastly, downright bawdry 
*' upon the stage, *egad, ha, ha, ha ! but with an inft* 
** nitc deal of wit, that I must say. 

" John, That, ay, that, we know well enough, c^ 
** never fail you. 

*« Bayes. No, *egad, can't it. Come, bring in the 
«< dance, lExit io call the Players. 

** Smith. Now, the devil take thee, for a silly, con^ • 
*♦ fident, unnatural, fulsome rogue. 

" Bates ««t/ Players etUer. 

'*< Bray. Pray dance well before these gentlemen ; you 
*' are commonly so lazy, but you should be light and 
*< easy, tab, tah, tah. [AH the ivhilf they dance , Bayes 
«* puis tkem out iMth teaching them. Well, gentlemen, 
<< you will see this dance, if I am not deceived, take 
** very well upon the stage, when they are perfect in • 
<* their motions, and all that. 

" Smith. I don't know how 'twill take, sir ; but I 
f' am sure you sweat hai*d for it. 

** Bayes, Ay, sir, it costs me more pains and trouble 
f^ to do tliese things, than almost the thiqg;? are worth. 
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<* Smiib. By my troth I think so, sir. 

<• Bayes. Not for the things themselves, for I could 
*« write youj sir, forty of. them in a day : but, 'egad, 
** these players are such dull persons, that if a man be 
*< not by them upon every point, and at every turn, 
«* 'egad, they'll mistake you, sir, and spoil all." 

A Player enters. 
What, is the funeral ready ? 

Play, Yes, sir. 

B/iyes. And is the lance filled witli wine? 

Play, fir, 'tis just now a doing. 

Bayes. Stay then, I'll do it myself. 

Smiib. Come, let's go with him. 

Bayes, A match. But, Mr. Johnson, *egSid, I am 
not like other persons ; they cai-e not what becomes of 
their things, so they can but get money for them. Now, 
•egad, when I write, if it be not just as it should be in 
every circumstance, to every particular, 'egad, I am no 
inore able to endure it. I am not myself, I am out of 
roy wits, and all that 5 I am the strangest person in the 
whole world : for what care I for money 5 I write for 
reputation. [^Exeunt* 

ACT IF. SCENE L 



Bays9 andibi T<w9 Geutlemen^/i/^. 

Bayes. (i) 

Gentlemen, because I would not hare any tw<y 

things alike in this play, the last aft beginning with a 
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witty scene of mirth, I make this to begin with a 
funeral. 

Snath, And is tliat all your reason for it, Mr. Bayes ? 

Bayes. No, sir, I have a precedent for it besides ; a 
person of honour, and a scholar, brought in his ftineral 
just so : " and he was one (l^t me tell you) that Iqiew 
*< as well what belonged to a funeral, as any man in 
** England, 'egad. 

<* Jchn, Nay, if that be so, you are ^{^, 

<^ Bayes. 'Egad, but I have another device, a frolio 
*< which I think, yet better than all this, not for the 
** plot or characters (for in my heroic plays, I make no 
*< difference as to those matters) but for another con- 
** trivauce. 

« Smith, What is tJiat, I pray ? 

** Bayes, Why, I have designed a conquest, that 
•* cannot, possibly, 'egad, be atted in less than a whole 
<* week. <« And I'll speak a bold word, it shall drum, 
*• trumpet, shout, and battle, 'egad, with any of the 
" most warlike tragedies we have, either ancient or mo- 
«*dem. {j.) 

" 'John, Ay, marry, sir, there you say something. 
** Snuth, And pi'ay, sir^ how have you ordered this 
** same frolick of yours ? 

<* Bayes, Faitl), sir, by the rule of romance ; for ex- 
•* ample., they divide their things into three, four, five, 
*« six, seven, eight, or as many, times as they please : 
<* Now I would fain know what should hinder mc 
•< from doing the same with my things if I please ? 

" John, Nay, if you should not be master of your 
** own works, ':is stv'j haid. 
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*« Bayes, That is ray sense. And then,, sir, this 
*« contrivance of mine has something of the I'eason of 
** a play in it too j for as every one makes you five a.-ts 
** to one play, what do I, bu. n akc you five plays to 
** one plot} by which means the auditors have every 
** diiy a new thing. 

«* John, Most admirably good, i'faitbl and must 
*^ certainly take, because it is not tedious. 

<* Bayes, Ay, sir, I know that ; there's the main 
*' poinl. And then, upon Saturday, to make a close 
** of all, (for I ever begin upon a Monday) I make 
*i you, sir, a sixth play, that sums up the whole 
** matter to them, and all tnat, for fear they should 
** have forgot it. 

*< John, That consideration, Mr. Bayes, indeed, I.. 
«' think, will be very necessary. 

** Smith, And when comes ia your share, pray, sir? 

<* Bayes, The third week. > 

" John. I vow, you'll get a world of mpnfy. 

" Bayes, Why, faith, a man must live ; and if you 
** don't thus pitch upon some new device, 'egad, you'll 
•* never do't ; for this age (take it o' my word) is some- 
*f what hard to please. But there is one pretty odd 
" passage in the last of tliese plays, which may be^- 
*< ecutcd two several ways, wherein I'd have your 
** opinions, gentlemen, 

" jQhn. What is it, sir ? 

" Bayes, Why> sir, I make ^ male person to be in 
<« love with a female. 

" Smth,- 1^ yQu m^an tkat, Mr. Bayes, for a new 
** thing ? 
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*' ^ayes. Yes, sir, as I have ordered it. You shall 
«' hear : he, having passionately loved her through my 
*< five whole plays, finding at last that she consents to 
<* his love, just after that his mother liad appeared to 
** him like a ghost, he kills himself. That's one way. 
«* The other is, that she coming at last to love him 
*« with as violent a passion as he loved her, she kills 
^* herself. Now, my question is. Which of these two 
** persons should suffer upon this occasion ? 

f * John. By my troth, Jt is a very hard case to do^ 
<* cide. 

** Bayes, The hardest in the world, 'egad ; and ha« 
<' puzzled this pate very much. What say you^ Mr. 
«« Smith ? 

" Smith, Why, truly, Mr. Bayes, if it might stand 
** with your justice now, I would spare them both. 

•< Bayes, 'Egad,.and I think— ha !— Why, then, I'll 
** make him hinder her from killing herself. Ay, it 
** shall be so.'' Come, come, bring in the funeral* 

A Fungal enter h '^tb the two Usurpers /ind Au 

tend^ts. 
Lay it down there; no, no, here, »ir. So, now speak, 
jr. Usb, Set down the funeral pile, and let our grief 

Receive from its embraces some relief. 
K, Phys, Was't not unjust to ravish hence her breatli. 
And in life's stead to leave us nought but death ? 
Ilie world discovers now its^nptiuess. 
And by her loss demonstrates we have less. 
Bayes* Is not this good language now^ I» not that 
3 

Digitized by LjOOQ iC 



A^ W. THE REHEARSAL. 57 

elevated ? 'Tis my non ultra^ 'egad 5 you must know 
they were both in love with her. 
Smith, With her ! with whom ? 
Bayes, Why, this is Lardella's funeral. 
Smith. Lardella! Ay, who is she ? (3) 
Bayes, Why, sir, the sister of Drawcansir; a lady 
that was drowned at sea, and had a wave for her wind- 
iqg-sheet. 

K, Usb, Lardella, Oh, Lardella ! from above 
Behold the tragic issues of our love : 
Pity us, sinking under grief and pain. 
For thy being cast away upon the main. 
Bayes, Look you now, you sec I told you true. 
Smith, Ay, sir, and I thank you for it very kindly* 
Bayes, Ay, 'egad, but you will not have patience i 

honest Mr. a— »— you will not have patience. 

John, Pray, Mr. Bayes, who is that Drawcansir } 
Bayes* Why, sir, a fierce hero, that frights his mis- 
tress, snubs up kings, baffles armies, and does what he 
will, without regard to numbers, good manners, or • 
justice. 

John, A very pretty chara6ler. 
Smith. But, Mr. Bayes, I thought your heroes had 
ever been men of great humanity and justice. 

^ayes. Yes, they have been so ; but, for my part, I 
prefer that one quality of singly beating of whole ar» . 
mies, above all your moral virtues put together, 'egad. 
You shall see him come in presently. Zookers ! why 
d«n't you read the papers ? [To the Players. 

A'. Fbys. Oh, ciy you mercy I [Goes to take the Paper, 
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. B^Tyes, pish ! Nay, you are siich a fumbler — Come, 
I'll read it myself. [Takes a Paper from off the Cofin.'i — 
Stay } it's an ill-hand 4 I must use my spectacles. This 
now is a copy of verses, which I iziake Lardella com- 
pose just as she is dying, with design to have it pirni'J 
upon her coffin, and so read by one of the Usurpers, 
who is her cousin. 

Smith. A very shrewd design that, upon my "word, 
Mr. Bayes. 

Bajes. And what do you think, now, I fancy her 
to make love like here, in this paper ? 

Smiths Like a woman : what should she make love 
like ? 

B^yes, O' my word, you are out, tlioughi sir 5 ^egad, 
you are. 

Smith, What then ? like a man? 
Bliyes, No, sir, like an humble-bee. 
-Smith. I confess that I should not have ftincied. 
Bajes, It may be so, sir ; but it is, though, in order 
to the opinion of some of your ancient philosophers, 
who held the transmigration of the soul. 
Smith, Veiy fine. 

Bayes, I'll read the title, <' To my dear coz. King 
Phys.'' 

Smith, That's a little too familiar with a king, 
though, sir, by your favour, for an humble-bee* 

Bayes, Mr. Smith, in other things, I grant, your 
knowledge may be above nine ; but as fox' poetry, give 
me leave to say, I understand that better ; it ha& been 
Joiiger my pra^ice j it has, indeed, sir. 
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Smith, Your servant, sir. 

Bayes, Pray, mark it. (4) \Keaiis. 

" Since death my earthly part will thus remove, 
I'll come an humble bee to your chiiste love t 
With silent wings III follow you, dear cozt 
Or else before you in the sun-beains buz. 
And when to melancho'y groves you come. 
An airy ghost you'll know roe by my hum j 
For sound, being air, a ghost does well become." 
Smith, [After ajause,'] Admirable! 
Bayes, ** At night, into your bosom I will creep. 
And buz but softly, if you chance to sleep ; 
Yet in your dreams I will pass sweeping by. 
And then both hum and buz before your eye." 
<* John, By my troth, that's a very great promise. 
«* Smith, Yes, and a most extraordinary comfort to 
1< boot. 

** Bayes, Your bed of love from dangers I will htt 5 
" But most from love of any future bee. 
«< And when with pity your heart-strings shall 

crack, 
" With empty arms V\\ bear yau on my back." 
M Smith, A pick a-pack, a pick-a-pack. 
" Bayes, Ay, 'egad ; but is not that tuant now, ha? 
** Is it not tuant F Here's the end. 

** Then at your birth of immortality, 
•*, Like any winged archer hence I'll fly, 
•* And teach your fiist ftntt'ring in the sky. 
«« John, Oh, rare! this is the most natural reftn'd 
<* fancy that ever I heard, Til swear. 
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** Ba^es, Yes, I think, for a dead person, it is a 
** good way enough of making love j for, being divcst- 
*< ed of her terrestrial part, and all that, she is only 
«* capable of these little, pretty, amorous designs, that 
** ar*? innocent, and yet passionate." Come, di-aw 
your swords. 
A". Fhys. Come, sword, come sheath thyself within 
this breast. 
Which only in Lardella's tomb can rest. 
X. Vih, Come, dagger, come, and peneti"ate this 
heart, 
Which cannot from Lardella's love depart, 

Pallas enters. 
Pal. Hold, stop your murdVing hands 
At Pallas's commands i 
For the supposed dead. Oh, Kings, 
Forbear to aft such deadly thin^,s. 
Lardella lives ; I did but try 
If princes for their loves could die. 
Such celestial ccmstancy 
Shall by the gods rewarded bet 
And from these iunVal obsequies, 
A nuptial banquet shall arise. 

[7te Cqgi7t opens, and a Banquet is disco'venJ. 

Bayes, So, take away the colHn. Now it's out. 

This is the very funeral of the fair person which Vol- 

scius sent word was dead ; and PuUas, you see, has 

turned it into a banquet.. 

Smith, Wcii, but where is this banquet ? 
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Bay€4. Nay, look you, sir 5 we must first have a 

-fiance, for joy that Larddla is not dead. " Pray, sir, 

«* give me leave tabring in my things properly at Itast. 

<* Smith, That, indeed, I had forgot. I ask your 
-«* pardon^ 

<* Biiyes, Oh, d'ye so, sir ? I am glad you will confess 
« yourself once in an error, Mr« Snuth/^ 

DANCE, 
K, Usb, Resplendent Pallas, we in thee do find 
The fiercest beauty, and a fiercer mind : 
And since to thee J-ardella*8 life we owe. 
We'll supple statues in thy temple grow. 
K, Pbjs^ Well, since alive LardelU> found, 

. Let in full bowls her health go round. 
\jrhe tivo Usurpers ^^i& ojtbem take a biywiin tkelr bands, 
K. Usb. But Where's the wine ? 
Pal* That shall be mine. 

Lo, froni this conquering lance (5) 
Does flow the purest wine of France j 

[fills the b9-w!s out of her lance ^ 
lAnd, to appease your hunger, I 
Have in my helmet brought a" pie : 
Lastly, to bear a part with these, 
Behold a buckler made of cheese. [Fanish Pallas. 
Ba^^es. There's the banquet. Are you satisfied now, 
«lr? 

John, By my troth, now, that is new, and more thaR 
l€xpe6ted. 
Baye^. Yes, I knew this would please you i. for the 

F 
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chief art in poetry is to elevate your cxpedlation, and 
then bring you off some extraordinary way. 

PRA^VCANS1R enta-s, 
K. rkjs. What man is this, that dares disturb our 
feust? (6) 
DiiiTM, He that dares drink, and for that drink dares 
die J 
And, knowing this, dares yet drink on, am I. 
^ohu. That is,. Mr. Bayes, as much as to say, that 
though he would rather die than xxo% drink, yet he 
would fain drink for all that too. 

Bajes, Right j tliat's the conceit on^fe. 
Join, 'Tis a marvellous good one, I swear, 
** Bayes, (7) Now, there are some critics tliat hav« 
V advised me to put out die second dare, and prin,t 
«« fnust in the place on't j but, 'egad, I think 'tis better 
** thus a gr«at deal. 
" John. Whfto ! a thousand times.'^. 
Bayes, Go on, then. 

K, Usb' Sir, if you please, we sJiouId be glad to know, 
Kow long YQU here w}ll stay, how soon you'll go ? 
Bay 05, Is not that po^y ii|i;e a vveli-bred person, ^t^xd ? 
So modest, so gent I 
Smith. Oh, very like. 

Praiv, (8) You shall not Jtnow how long I her? 
will stay ; 
But you shall know lil take the bowls away. 
IS/tatchs the boyjfs out of the Kings' L^p^, and drinks 
thm 0^ 
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• Smth, fiiit:, Mr; Bayes, ii thatv too, toodest and 
gent ? 

Bayes, No', ''egadi iir j biit 'tis gheat. 
^. £/ji&. (9) Though, brother, this gSrum stranger 
be a clown i 
be'll teave us, sure, a little to gulp down. 
Draiv. Whoe'er to gulp one drop of this dare think, 
ril stare away his very power %o drink. 
VThe tivo Kings sneak cff the Staf^ey ivhh their AliendanU, 
I drink, I hutf, 1 stn.t, look big and stare 5 (ic) 
And all this I can dov because I dare. {Exit, 

Smiib. I suppose, Mr. Bayes, this is the fierce hero 
you spoke of. 

Bayes. Yes, but this is nothing s you shall see him, 
jn the last aft, win above a dozen bottles, one a^^' p 
another^ *egad, as fust as they can possibly come upoii 
the stage. 

• J^kn. Thdt will be a sight worth seeing indeed. 
Smith. But, pray, Mr. Bayes, why do you make 

the Kings let him use them so scurvily ? 

Bayes. Phoo I that's to raise the cliarafter of Draw- 
cansir; 

John, O' my word,, that Was well thought on. 

Bayes, Now, sir, I'll shew you a scene indeed, or 
rather, indeed, a Scene of scenes. *Tis an heroic 
scene. 

S7r:ith, And, pray, sir, what's your design in this 
scfene ? 

Bayes, Why, sir, my design is gilded trdncheons, 
forced conceit, smooth verse,, and a rant 5 in fine, if 
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this scene don't take, >gad. Til write no more. Come, 

come in, Mr.— a nay, come in' as many as yon 

can Gentlemen, I must desire you to remove a 

little, fjr I must fill the stage. 

Smtth. Why fill the stage ? 

Bnyes^ Ob, sir, because your heroic verse never sounds 
well but when the stage is full. 

SCENE IL 



Prince PRETTYMAN andVi'mct Volscitts enter. 
Nay, hold, hold j pray, by your leave a little. JLcok 
you, sir, the driFt of this scene is somewhat more than 
oidinaiy ; for I make them both fall out, because t^iey 
are not in love with the same woman. 

Smith, Not in love ! You mean, I suppose, because 
they are in love, Mr. Bayes? 

Bayes, No, sir, I say, not in love 4 there's a new con- 
ceit for you \ — Now, speak. 

Fret, Since fate, Prince Volscins, now has found tlid 
way 
For our sd long' d- for meeting here this day, . 
Lend thy attention to my grand concern. 
P^ols, I glidly would that story from thee learn ; 
But thou to love dost, Prcttyman, incline ; 
Yet love in thy breast is not love in mine. 
Bayes, Antithesis! thine and mine. 
Pret, Since love itselfs the same, why should it be . 

Diii: Ving in you from what it is in me ? 
Bayes, Heasoniog ! 'egad, 1 love reasoning in verse. . 

Digitized by LjOOQ iC 



AHIF^ tttE HEItEAltsAt. «5 

Fob. Love takes, camelcoii-like, a various dye 
From every plant on which itself Uofcft lie. 

Bayes, Siiniiel V 

Pret. Let not thy love the course of nature friglit : 
Nature doeS most in harmony delight. 

FoIs» How weak a deity would nature prove, 

Contending with the powerful god of love ! 
• Bayes, There^s a great terse ! 

Vols. If incense thou wilt offer at the shrine 
' Of mighty love, bpril it to none but mine. 
Her rosy lips eternal sweets exhale j 
And her bright flames make all flames else look pale • 

Bayes, 'Eg:td, that is right. 

Pref. Perhaps dull incense may thy love suflicej 
But mine must be ador*dwith sacrifice.' 
All hearts turn ashes, which her tyH coritroiil i 
The body they consume, as well Ks soul. 

Foh. My love has yet a po^-er more divine : 
Victims her altars burn iiOft, biit refine 5 
Amidst the flames they ^er give up the ^hbst. 
But, with her looks, revive still as they roast : 
In spite of pain and A^t\ theyVe kept alive j 
Her fiery eyes make them in fire survive. 

Bayes, That is ad well, 'egad, as I can do. 

Vols. Let my Parthenope at length prevail. 

Bayes. Civil, '^gad. 

Pret^ I'll sooner have ^ |5aision for a whale, 
In whofie vast bulk though store of oil doth He, 
We find more shape, more beaut>', in a fly. 

Smith, Thars'Wnciyil, 'egad, 
riij 
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Bayes, Yes j but as far fecch'd a fanc)', thoagb, 
'egad, as e>r you saw. 
rds. Soft, Piettyman, let not thy rain pretence 
Of pcrfe<^ lo?e, defaip.c love's excellence s 
Parthenopc is, sure, as far above 
All other loves, as abdve all his love. 
Bnyes, Ay, 'egad, that strikes me I 
Pret. To blame my Chloris gcds ^ould not ptetend. 
Bayes, Now mark. 

Vols. Were all gods join'd they could not hope to 
mend 
My better choice j fair Parthenope 
Gods would themselves ungod themselves to 
sec. (ij) 
Bayes, Now the rant's a coming. 
IreL (12) Durst any of the gods be so uncivil, 

I'd make tliat god subscribe himself a devil. 
Bayes, Ah, gadzookers, that's well v^rit I 

[Scratching bis bead, bis Pgruhe faUsj>ff, 
Vols, Could*it thou that god from heaven to eaith 
translate, 
He could not fear to want a heav'niy state 5 
Parthenope, on earth, can heaven create. 
Pret, Chloris does heav'n itself so far excel. 

She can transcend, tl^ joj s of heav'a in hell. 
Bayes, There's a bold fii-^ljt for you now 1 'Sdeath, 
I have lo:.t my peruke. W'^sll, gentlemen, this is what 
I never yet saw any one could write, but myself. 

Here's true spirit and fiame all through, 'egati So, 

so, p)'ay, clear the stage, [lie pits tkm off the sta^a. 
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yohn. I wonder ho a tiie coxcomb has got the knack 
of writlag smooth vcise thas. 

Sndih, Why, there's no need of brains for this : 'tis 
bat scaiming the labours on tlic hnger. But where's 
the sense ot it ! 

^join. Oh, for that he desires to be excused ! He is 
too proud a man to creep servilely atter bense, I assure 
you. (13) But, pray, Mr. Bayes, wiiy is this scene ail 
in vc.se ? 

Bujcs, Oh, sir ! the subjed is too great for prose. 
Smith, Well said, i'faich ! Ill ^ive thee a pot of ale 
for that ansv^erj 'tis well worth it. 
Ba^es, Come, with all my heait. 

I'll make that god subscribe himself a devil. 
That single line, 'egad, is worth all that my brother 
ports ever writ Let down the curtain. ILxeunt. 

ACT r. SCENE L 



Bayes and the tnvo Gentlemen enter, 

Bajes, 

Now, gentlemen, I V^ill be bold to say I'll shew you 
the greatest scene that' ever England saw : I mean not 
for words, for those I don't value : but for state, shew 
and magnificence. In line, i'il justixy it to be as grand 
to the eye, every whit, 'egad, as that great scene in 
Harry the Eighth, and grander too, 'egad j for instead 
of two bishops, I brini^ in here fow cardinals. 
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\^ihe tnricdii is dr^rwn up; tBe two usurping Kings 
nffecr in siatty nvitb the fijtf CHrSnalsy Prince 
Pretty-mart, Prince Voisdiis, Amaryllis, Chloris, 
Parthcnope, Ssfr . Before them a Heralti, and Ser- 
jeants o.t Armsy ^whh Maces. 

Smith, Mr. fiayfes, pray, what is the reaSon tliat two 
of the Cardinals are in hats, and the other in caps ? 

Bayes, Why, sir, because^ By Gld, I tvoil't rell 

jrou. Your coutltry-friend, sir, grows so troublesome— 

K. Ush, Now, §ir, to the business of the dky, 

K, Phys, Speak, Volscius; 

f^ols. Dread sovereign Lords, ray zdal to you must 
not invade my duty to your son ; let ine iritrcat that 
great Prince Prettyhian first do speak, whose high pre- 
eminence in all things that do bear the nime of good, 
may justly claim that privilege. 

Bayes, Here it begins to unfold 5 you may perceive, 
nowj that he is his son. 

John, Yes, iirj and we ar^ ter^ much beholden to 
you for that discovery. 

Pret. Royal father^ upon my knees I beg. 

That the illustrious Volscius first be heard. 

Vols, That preference is only due to Amaryllis, sir. 

Bayes, I'll make her speak very well by-and-by, you 
shall see. 

Am, Invincible Sovereigns'^—— [Soft Muszct 

K, Usb. (i) Bui stay, i^hat sound is this invades 
our ears ? 

if, Phys, Sure 'tis the music of the moving spheres ! 

Bret, 5thold, with wonder, yonder comes from far 
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A godlilte cloud, and a triainphant car. 

In which our two right Kings sit, one by one. 

With virgins vests, and laurel-garlands on. 

K. Usb. Then brother 

/T. Phjs ^ 'Ti^ tune we should be gone. 

[The tfWQ UswY^txs steal out of the Tbrotte, and go aiuc^^ 
Bayes, Look you now, did not I tell you th^it this 
"would be as easy a change as the other ? 

Smith, Yes, faith, yon did so } though I confess I 
could not believe you 3 but you liave brought it about, 
I iee. . 

[ftke tiAjo right Kings of Brentford descend in tbejikudst 

singing J in white garments^ and three f idlers sitting 

before themy m green, 

" Bayes, Now, because the two right Kings descend 

** from above, I make them sing to the tune and style 

<* of our modern spiiiis. 

" ist King, (a) Haste, brother King, we are sent 

from above. 
** id King. Let us move, let us move;, 
** Move to remove the fate 
** Of Brentford's long united state. 
** isiKing, Tana, ran, tarra, full east and by south. 
** zdKwg. We sail with thunder in our mouth. 
" In scorching noon-day, whilst the traveller 

" stiiys J 

** Busy, busy, busy, busy we bustle along, 

" Mounted upon waim Phcebus's ray, 

" Through the heavenly throng, 

'* Hasting to those 

" Who will feast us at night with a pig's petty toes. 
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" i^ Kin^. Anv? well fnll with oar plafe 
*' It J m olHo of hatei 
** idKln7. Rut n^w is:pper''s Hone, the servitors. try 
« I '\c fv'*!;;! rs, to storm a whole hdfrnoon pyc. 
*..' t Kia^, They "^^ther, they g. ther hot custards in 
** «;pooris. 
** B»it» alas! I miist 'envf t'^-se h !f-mdons, 
** '^ n 1 repair to my tni>*y Ir^gorvns. 
** tdfCinff.Ob, stay ! for you need n^.t ns vet go astray; 
"The tide, like a friend, has "wrought ships in 

** our way, 
** And on their high ropes we will ^lay : 
*« Like magfrot^ in filberts, w^'ll snug in our shell, 
*« We'll fti?k 'n our shell, 
^« We'll frisk in om shell, 
<« Artd farewel. 
«« tst K'lncr, But the ladies have al! inclinatioil to dance, 
** And the green frogs troak out a Coranto of 
" Frarce. 
<* Bayes* Is not that pretty now? 1*he fidlers are all 
** in green. 

<* Smith, Ay, but thejr play no Coranto. 
*« John. No, but they play aiune that's a great deal 
" belter. 

" Bayes. No Coranto, quotha ! That's a good one^ 
*< with all my heart. Come, sing on. 
<* tdKing, How mortals that hear 
" Now we tilt and career, 
' ''^ With wonder will fear 
*< The event of such things as shall n^Ter appear. 
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" I J/ King, Stay you, to iuifil what tbe gods have 

" decieed. 
** zd King, Then call me to help you, if there sliall 

" be need. 
** \st King, So fii mly resolv'd is a true Brentford 
" King, 
•* To save the distressed, and help to 'em bring, 
** That e'er a lull pot of good ale you can swaliowt 
** He's herewith a vhoop, and gone with a holla. 
** LBayes////j his fingers^ and sings after tbim, 
«* Bayes. He's here with a whoop, and gone witii st 
"'holla, 
f* This, sir, you must know, I thought once to have 
«* brought in with a conjurer. (3) 

'« Jcbn, Ay, that would have been better. 
*' £ajes. No, faith, not when you consider it ; foi: 
<« thus it is more compendious, and does the tiling every 
** whit as wtll. 

« Smith. Thing ! What thing ? 
" Layes, Why, bring them down again into the 
" thrcne, sir j what thing would you have ? 

** Smith, Well, but me thinks the sense of this song 
** is not very phun, 

•* Bajes, PUin ! Why, did you ever hear any peop!e 
** in clouds speak piain? 1 hey must be ali Lr flight ' 
** of tancy at its fuil range, without the. lease check or 
** controul upon it. W h^n once you tie up spirits and 
•* people in clouds to speak plain, you spoil all. 
<* S//:ith, Biebs me, what a monster's ihis !'' 
[The fwo iCu^aiigti cut of the Uotuls, and Hep into tbt 
IbroneSf 
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lit ICtngt Come, now to sferious counsel we"*!! ad- 
vance. 

rd King. I do agree ; but first, let^s have a dance. 

Bajes, Right! you did that very well, Mr% Cart* 
Wright. But first, let's have a dance. Pray, remem- 
ber that : be sure you do it always just so •, for it must 
be done as if it were the effeft of thought and preme- 
ditation. But, first, let's have a dance. Pray, remem* 
ber that.- 

Smith, Well, I can hold no longer ; I must gag this 
rogue ;' there's no enduring of him. 

John. No, pr'ythee, make use of thy patience a little 
longer 5 let's see |he end of him now. 

[Datice a grand dance* 

Bayes, This, now, is an ancient dance, of right be- 
longing to the Kings of Brentford j but since derived, 
with a little alteration, to the Inns of Court. 

An Alarm. T'Wo Heralds enter, 
rst Kfng. What saucy groom molests our privacies? 
\st Her, The army, at the door, and in disguise. 

Desires a word with both your mafesties, 
^d Her, Having from Knightsbridge hither marched 

by stealth. 
zdKiftg. Bid them attend a-while, and diink our 

health. 
Smith, How, Mi*. Bayes ? The army in disguise! 
Betyet, Ay, sir, for fear the usurpers might discover 
them that went out but just now. 
Smith, Why, what if they bad discovered them f 
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Biiyes, Why, then they had broke the design. 

1st King, Here, take five guineas for those wailike 

men ; 
iJKin^, And heie's five more ; that makes the sum 

just ten. 
1st Her, We have not seen so much the Lord knows 
when. [Exeunt Heralds, 

** ist King, Speak on, brave Amaryllis. 
** Am, Invincible sovereigns, blame not my modesty, 
•* if, at this grand conjun6ture 

[Drums bent behind the Stage, 
1st King, (4) What dreadful noise is this that comes 
and goes } 

A Soldier enters *with his Sijutfrddranvn, 
Sold. Haste hence, great sirs, your royal persons 
save. 
For the event of war no mortal knows : 
The army, wrangling for the gold you gave, 
First fell to words, and then to handy-blows, 

[Exit. 
Bayes, I? not that now a pretty kind of a stanza* 
and a handsome come-off ? 

4</ King, Oh, dangerous estate of sovereign power f 

Obnoxious to the change of every hour. 
1st King, Let us for shelter in our cabinet stay s 
Perhaps these threatening storms may pass away. 

[Exeunt, 
John. But, Mr. Bayes, did not you promise us, just 
now, to make Amaryllis speak very well ? 
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Bayis* Ay, and so she would have done, hut that 
they iiindered her, 
~ Smith, How, sir I W^iether you vyould or no ? 

Bayes, Ay, sii \ the plot lay so, that, I vow to Gad, 
it was not to be avoided. 

Smith, Marry, tiiut was hard. 

John, But, pray, who hindered he^ I 

Bajes. Why, the battle, sir, that's just coming ia 
«< at the door : and Til tell you now a stiange thing ; 
" though I dont pretend to do more thjui other men, 
<« *egad, ril give you both a wiiole we^ tg guess how 
<* I'll represent this battle. 

« Smith, I had rather be bound to fight your battle, I 
« assure you, sir. 

«* Bayes, Whoo ! there's it now— —Fight a battle ! 
<* there's tlie common error. I knew piesently wh^rc, 
«« I should have you. Why, pray, sir, do but tell roe 
«* this one thing : can you think it a decent thing, in a 
<« kittle before ladies, to have men run their swords 
<* through one another, and all that ? 

«* John, No, faith, 'tis not civil. 

" Bayes. Right ; on the other side, to have a long 
«* relation of squadrons here, and squadioiis theie^ 
" what is it but dull prolixity ? 

«« John. Excellently reasoned, by my troth ! 

** Bayes, Wherefore, sir, to avoid both these inde<;o- 
** rums, I sum up the whole battle in the representa- 
" tion of two persons only, no more ; and yet so lively, 
« that I vow to Gad, you would swear ten thousand 
" men were at it really engaged. Do you maik me? . 
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•* Smih. Yc8, sir j but I think I should hardly swear, 
«* though, for all that. 

. ** BAyei, By my troth, sir, but you would, though, 
«* when you see it ; for I make them both come out in 
•* armour, eap-afiey with their swoiils drawn, and hung 
** with a scarlet ribbon at their Wiist, which, you 
•* know, icpresents fighting enough* 

** John. Ay, ay, so much, that if I were in your 
** place, I would make them go out igain, without evier 
** speaking one word. 

** Bajes, No, there you are out j for I make each of 
** them hold a lute in his band. 

*' Smith. How, sir, instead of a buckler? 

** Bayes, Oh, Loid, Lord! instead of a buckler? 
'** Pray> sir, do you ask no more questions. I make 
** them, sirs, play the battle in recitaii*vo. And here's 
** the conceit. Just at the srery same instant that one 
^ sings, the other, sir, recovers you his siVord, and puts 
*• himself into a warlike posture j so that you have at 
** once your car entertained with mu^iq and good lan- 
** guage, and your eye satisfied with thfe gaib and ac- 
*' coutrements of war. 

«' Smith, I confess, sir, you stupify iiie. 

'* Bayes, You shall see. 

*^ John. But, Mr. Bayes, might not T^e have a little 
«* %bting ? For I love those plays where they cut and 
•' slash one another upon the stage for a whole hour to- 
•* gether. 

" Bi^es. Why, then, to tell you tnic, I have cofti- 
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<* trircd it bdth ways j but you shall have my redtatm 
<* first. . 

'* Jobn. Ay, now you are right , there is nothing 
** then can be obje^ed against it. 

** Bayes. (5) True j and so, 'egad, I'll make it to a 
<« tragedy in a trice. 

•' Jt several doors, the General and Lieutenant-General 
** enter f tfr/«^^ cap-a-pie, wj'tth each of them a lutein 
** bis hand, and a s<voord draixitiy and hung ivith a fcaf' 
•' let ribbon at bis 'wrist, (6) 

" Lt. Gen. Villain, thoU lyest I 

** Gen, (7) Arm, arm, Gonsalvo, arm j what hoi 

•* The lie no flesh can brook, I trow. 
** Lt. Cren. Advance from A£kon with the musque- 

teers. 
** Gen, (8) Draw down the Chelsea cuirassiers. 
«» Lt, Gen, (9) The band you boast of Chelsea cui- 
rassiers, 
'* Shall, in my Putney pikes, now meet their peers. 
** Gen, Chiswickians, a£;ed, and renown'd in fights 

** Join with the Hammersmith brigade. 
<* Lt, Gen, You'll find my Mortlake boys will do 
them right, 
*** Unless by Fulham numbers overlaid. 
'* Gen, Let the kft-»wing of Twickenham foot ad- 
vance, 
" And line that eastern hedge. 
« Lt» Gen. The horse I rais'd in Petty-France, 
♦* Shall try tlwir chance. 
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•<And SCOOT the meadows, 6vcr-growii with 
sedge. 
. «» Gen. Stand ! give the word. 
« Lt. Gen. Bright sword. 
"•♦ C?^». Thatmaybe thmc, 

<* But *ti8 not mine. 
«* i/. Gen. (lo) Give fire, give fire, at once give fireV 
" And let those recreant troops perceive mine ire. 
*« Gen. Pnrsiic, pursue ; they flic 

*« That first did. give the lie. {Exeunt. 

** Be^es. This now is riot improper, I think 5 because 

*' the speftators know all these towns, and may easily 

« conceive them ta be within the dominions of the two 

«« kings of Brentford* 

«< John. Most exceeding well designed P' 
Bayes. How do you think I have contrived to give 
% stop to this battle t 
Smith. How? 

Bayes. By an eclipse \ which, let me tell you, is a 
kind of fancy that was yet never so much as thought 
of, but by royselfj and ohe person more, that shall be 
nameless. 

A Lieutenant-General enters. 
Lt. Gen. What midnight darkness docs invade the 
dayj 
And snatth the vi^or from his conquered prey > 
Is the sun weary of this bloody fight, 
And winks upon us with the eye of light ? 
'Tis an eclipse I This wa> vhkind, Oh, moon, 
: To clap between me and the sun so sjon. 
G iij 
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Foolish eclipse ! thou thif in yain hast done j 
Kf y brightei- honour had eclipsed the sun. 
Bat now behold eclipses two in one. [Exit, 

John, This is as admirable a representation of a 
battle as ever I saw. 

Bayts. Ay, sir : but how would you fancy now to 
represent an eclipse ? 
Smith, Why, that's to be supposed. 
Baycs. Supposed ! Ay, you are ever at your suppose j 
ha, ha, ha ! Why, you may as well suppose the whole 
day. No, it must come in upon the stage, that's cer- 
tain ; but in some odd way that may delight, amuse, 
and all that. I haye a conceit for .it, that I am sure 
is new, and I believe to that purpose. 
John, How*sthat? 

Bayes, Why, the truth is, I took the first hint of 
this out of a dialogue between Phoebus and Aurora,, 
in the Slighted Maid ; which, by my troth, was very 
pretty j but I think you would confess this is a little 
better. 
John, No doubt, on't, Mr. Bayes, a great deal better.. 
[Hayes Aof/ Johnson, then turns to Smith. 

Bayes, Ah, dear rogue ! But a-. Sir, you have 

heard, I suppose, that yotu* eclipse of the moon is no- 
thing else but an interposition of the eartli between 
the sun and moon j as likewise your eclipse of the sun 
is caused by an intf rlocation of the moon betwixt the 
earth and the sun. 
Stmih, I jiavc heard $ome such thing, indeed. 
Bayts, Well, sir, lihen what do I, but make the 
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' earth, sun, and moon, come out upon the stage* J^nd 
dajice the hay. Hum ! and of necessity, by the very 
nature of this dance, the earth must be someciujcs be- 
tween the sun and the moon, and the moon between 
the earth and sun : and there you have both eclipses 
by demonstration. 

John. That must needs be very fine, truly. 

Bayes, Yes, it has a fancy in it. And then, sir, 
that there may be sometliing in it too of a joke, I bring 
them all in singing, and make the moon sell tiie earth 
a. bargain. Come, come out. Eclipse, to the tune of 
Tom Tyler. 

Luna enters. 

Luna, Orbk, Oh, Orbis. 
Come to me, thou little rogue, Orbis. 

*The Eak-TH enisrs^ 
Orb, (11) Who calls Terra Firma, pray ? 
Luna, Luna, that ne'er shines by d*'^y. 
Orb, What means Luna in a veil ? 
. Luna, Luna means to shew her tail. 
fiajes. There's the bargain. 

Sol eni^Si H the tune ip/* Robin Hood. 
Sol, Fye, sister, f) e ! thou makest me muse, 

Derty down, derry down. 
To see the Oji> abuse. 

Luna* I hope his anger will not move ; 
Since I shew'd it out of love. 

Hey down, derry down. 
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Orb, Where shall I thy true love knowj 

Thou pretry, pi-etty moon ? 
Luna. (la) To-morrow soon, e'er it be nooti> 

On mount VesuVio; 
Sol, Then I will shine. [Bii. 

{Ta the tune 9fTrenctmorei 
Orb. And I will be fine. 
Luna, (13) And I will drink nothing but Lippara 

wine. 
Ontnes, And we, &c. 

[ As tbey dance the bay^ tiayes speaks i 
Bayes, Now the earth's before the moon } now the 
moon's before the sun ; there's the eclipse again. 
Smitb, He's mightily taken with this, I sec. 
Jobn, Ay, 'tis so extraordinary, how can. he chuse f 
Bayes. So, now, vanish eclipse, and enter t'other 
battle, and fight. Here now> if I am not mistaken, 
you will see fighting enough. 
lA Battle is Jbugbt between Foot and great HMeyx 
borses. At last Drawcansir comes in^ and kills tkem 
all on botb sides, AH tbe ivbile tbe battle isjigbtif^^ 
Bayes is telling tbem when to shout, and shouts tJiith 
them, 
Dranv, Others may boast *a single man to kill s 
But I the blodd of thousands daily spill. 
Let petty kings the nsimes of parties know t 
Where'er I come, t slay both friend and foe. 
The swiftest horsemen my swift rage controub. 
And from their bodies dri?es their trembling souls. 
If they had wings, and to the gods could fly, 
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I Would pursue, and beat them through the sky 5 
And make proud Jove, with all his thnnder, see 
This single arm more dreadful is than he. [Exit. 

Bayes, There s a brave fellow for you now, sirs. 
You may talk of your Hed^ors and Achilles, and I 
know not who; but I defy all your hibtories, and 
your romances too, to shew me oae such conqueror as 
this Diawcansir. 

John, I swear, I think you may. 

Smith. But, Mr. Bayes, how shall all these dead men 
go oif ? for I see none alive to help them. 

Bayes, Go oif, why, as they came on; upon their 
legs : how should they go off! Why, do you think 
the people here don't know they are not dead ? He's 
mig^.ty ignorant, poor man ! Your friend here is very 
silly, Mr. Johnson, *egad he is, ha, ha, ha ! Come, sir, 
I'll show you how they shall go off. (14) Rise, rise, 
sirs, and go about your business. There's go o^' for 
you now. Ha, ha, ha! My. Ivory, a word. Gentle- 
men, I'll be with you presently. [Exit. 

"jobn. Will you so ? Then we'll be gone. 

Smith, Ay, piy'thee let's go, that we may preserve 
our hearing. One battle more will take mine quite 
away. [^Exeunt, 

Bayes and Players enter. 
Ba^es, Where are the gentlemen ? 
ijt Piay. They are gone, sir. 
Bayes. Gone ! 'Sdeath ! this last a6t is best of all ! 
I'll go fetch them again. [Exit, 
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isiPkiy. What shall we do, now heTs gOiic away? 

zd Play. Why so much the better j then let's go to 
dinner. 

3^ Play. Stay, here's a foul piece of paper. Let's 
see what it is. 

3</ or ^b Play, Ay, ay, come, let's hear it. 

IReads. The Argument of the Fifth AS. 

%d Play, Chloris at length being sensible of Prince 
Prettynian's passion, consents to marry him \ but just 
as theyore going to church, Prince Pretlyman meet- 
ing by chance with old Joan, the chandler's widow, 
dnd remembering it was she that first brought him ac- 
quainted with Chloris, out of a high point of honour, 
'breaks off his match with Chloris, and marries old Joan. 
Upon which, Chloris, in. despair, drowns herself j and 
Prince Prettyman, discontentedly, walks by the river- 
side. This will never do : 'tis just like the rest* 
GOme, let's be gone. 

Mojt oftbe Players. Ay, pox on it, let's go away, 

lExewa, 

Bayes enters. 
Bayes. A plague on them both for me, they have 
made me sweat to run after them. A couple of senses 
less rascals, that had rather go to dinner, than see this 
play out, with a pox to them. What comfort has a 
man to write for such dull rogues ? Come, Mr. a 
•-^--•where are you, Sir ? Come a\^ay, quick, quick* 
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Stage-Keeper enters, 

Stage-L Sir, they are gone to dinner. 

Bayes. Yes, I know the gentlemen are gone j but I 
ask'for the players. 

- Stage-k, Why, an't please your worship, sir, thf 
players are gone to dinner too. 

Bayes, How ! are the players gone to dinner ? *Tis 
Irnpossible ! The players gone to dinner ! *Egad, if 
they arc, V\\ make them know what it is to ii>jure a 
person that does them the honour to write for them, 
and all that. A company of proud, conceited, hu- 
morous, cross-grained persons, and all that 'Egad, 
I'll make them the most contemptible, despicable, in- 
considerable persons, and all that, in X{\t whole world, 
for tliis trick. *Egad, 111 be revenged on them; Til 
sell this pjay to the other hoi:|se. 

Stage-k. Nay, good, sir, don't take away the>ook 5 
you'll disappoint the company that comes to see it a6t- 
cd here this afternoon. 

Bayes, '^'hat's all one, I must reserve this comfoi t 
to myself; my play and I sh^U go together ; we will 
not part, indeed, sir. 

Stage-k, But what will the town say, sir 1 

Bayes, The town ! Why, what care I for the town ? 
*Egad the town used me as scurvily as the players have 
done; but Til be revenged on them too; for Til lam- 
poon them all. And since they will not admit of my 
plays, they shall know what a satirist I am. And sp 
farewel to this stage, 'c^ad, for ever. [£a-// 'Bayes. 
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Players enffr, 

I St Pliiy. Come then, let's set up bills for another 
play. 

7.d Play. Ay, ay ; we shall lose nothing by this, I 
.warrant you. 

I St Play, Tam of your opinion. But, before we go» 
lefs see Haynes and Shirley practise the last dance j 
for that may serVe us another time, - 
, 2^ Play, I'll call them in 5 I think they are but in 
the tiring room. 

The Dance done, 
1st Play, Come, come j let's go away to dinner. 

[Exeunt, 
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The play is at an end\ but <wbere^s the plot f 
That circumstance our.fost Bayes forgot. 
And lue can boasty tbougb lis a plotting age, 
No place is freer from it than the stage. 
The antients plotted t though, and strove to please, 
lyitb sense that might be understood ivith ease t 
They every scene ixjitb so much vjit did store, 
That ijoho brought any in, ivent out ivith more, 
Bui this nevj ivay ofivit does so surprise. 
Men lose their ivits in avondying nvhere it lies. 
If it be true, that monstrous births presage 
Tbe/ollonving mischiefs that afflid the age, 
And sad disasters to the state praclcim. 
Plays fwitboui bead or tail may do the same. 
Wherefore for ours, and for the kingdom's peace^ 
May this prodigious vjay ofnvriti?tg cease, 
Lefs have at least once in our lives a time. 
When ive may bear some reason, not all rhime. 
We have these ten years felt its influence ; 
Pray let this prove a year of prose and sense. 



d by Google 
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KEY TO THE REHEARSAL ; 

CRITICAL REVIEW 

/ 

OF THE 

AUTHORS, AND THEIR WRITIIJGS, 

THAT ARE EXPOSED IN THAT CELEBRATED PLAY. 



THE PUBLISHER TO THE READER, 



Thou can'st not be ij_^noranC that the town has had 
an eager expeftation of a Key to the Rehearsal, ever 
since it first appeared in Drint, and none has more 
earnestly deslied it than n.yseif, though in vain 5 till 
lately, a gentleman of iny acquaintance Recommended 
me to a person, who, he believed, could give me a 
further light into this matter, than I had hitherto met 
•With from any hand. 

In a short time I traced him out ; and when I had 
found him, he appeared such a positive dogmatical 
spark, that I began to lepent of my trouble in searching 
after him. ■ 

It was my misfoitunc, over a pot of beer, to begin a 

short discourse of the moHern poets and a6lors ; and 

immediately he fell into a great passion, and swore that 

there were very few persons now living, who deserved 

Hij 
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the name of a good dramatic poet, or natural a<ftorj 

and declaimed against the present praftice of the Eng- 

lish stage with much violetKe $ sayingi he believed 

the two companies were joined in a confederacy against 

; Smithfield, and resolved to ruin their fair, by outdoing 

. them in their bombasti c bills, and ridiculous represcnt- 

: ing their pbys j adding, that he hoped c*er long Mr. 



Coriier\ftnd others would write them down to the devil. 
; At the same time, he could not forbear to extol the 
excellent decorum and a^Uon of former years 5 and 
magnified the poets of the last age^ especially Jonson, 
Shakspere, and Beaumont. 

I bore all this with tolerable patience, knowing it to 
be too common witli old men to commend the past 
age, and rail at the present 5 and so took my leave of 
him for that time, with an intent never to trouble 
him more, and without acquainting him with my 
business. 

When next I saw the gentleman, my fHend, who 
recommended him to me, I told him how I was enter- 
tained by his Cynical acquaintance. He laughed* but 
bid me not be discouraged, saying, that fit of railing' 
would soon have been over ; and when his just indig- 
nation had spent itself, you might have imparted your 
business to him, and received a more satistadory ac- 
count. However, (said he) go to him again from rae, 
take him to the tavern, and mollify his asperity with a 
bottle ; thwart not his discourse, but give him his own 
way i and I'll warrant you he'll open his budget, and 
satisfy your expe6tation. 
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t followed my friend's diredlions, and found the 
^ent answerable to his prediftion. 

Not long after, I met him in Fleet-street, and carried 
him to the Old Devil : and ere we had emptied one 
bottle, found him of a quite different humour from 
iVhat I left him in the time before : he appeared in his 
discourse to be a very honest true Englishman, a heai ty 
lover of his country, and the government thereof, both 
in church and state, a loyal subjeft to his sovereign, an 
enemy to popery and tyranny, idolatry and supersti- 
tion^ antimonarchical government and confusion, irre- 
ligion and enthusiasm. In short, I found him a person 
of a competent knowledge in the affair I went to him 
about, and one who underst6od the English stage very 
i^ell ; nnd though somewhat positive, as I said before, 
yet 1 observed lie always took care to have truth on 
his side, before he affirmed or denied any thing with 
more than oixiinary heat ; and when he was so guarded, 
he was immoveable. 

When I had discovered thus much, and called for 
the second bottle, I told him from whom I came, and 
the cause of my addressing him. He desired my 
patience till he stept to his lodgings, which were near 
the tavern j and after a shoit space he returned, and 
brought with him the papers, which contained tlic 
following Notes. 

When he had read them to mei I liked them so well 

that I desired the printing of them, provided they were 

genuine j he assured me they were, and told me fart er, 

that while this farce was composing and alterixjg, he 

u iij 
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had frequent occasions of being with the author, of per- 
using his papers, and hearing discourse of the sevei-al 
plays he exposed, and their authors ; insomuch that 
few persons had the like opportunities of knowirrg liis 
true meaning as he himself had. 

If any other person had known the author's mind 
so exa6tly, in all the several particulars, 'tis moi-e than 
probable they would have been made public before now: 
but nothing of this nature having appeared these two 
and thirty years, (for so long has this farce flourished 
in prmt) we may reasonably and safely conclude, that 
there is no other such like copy in being; and that 
these remarks are genuine^ and taken from the great 
person's owi> mouth and pa)>ers. 

I was veiy well satisfied with this account, and more 
desirous to print it than ever; only I told him, I 
thqught it would be very advantageous to the. sale of 
these Annotations, to have a preface to them, under the 
name of him who was so well acquainted with the au-. 
thoi*^ J but could not, by all the arguments I was master 
of, obtain his consent, though we debated the point a* 
pretty while. 

He alledged for his excuse, that such an undertaking 
would be very improper for him, because be should 
be forced to name several persons, and some of great 
families, to whom he had been obliged i and he was very 
unwilling to oH'end any person of quality, or run the 
hazard of making such who are, or may be his friends, 
become liis enemies; though he should only aft the 
part of an historian, barely reciting the words he he^d. 
from our author. 
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However, said he, if you think a preface of such ab- 
solute necessity, you may easily recoiled matter enoiigh 
from the discourse which hath passed between us on* 
this subjei>, to enable youiself, or any other for you, 
to wiite one J jespeciaily if you consider tliere are but 
two topics to be insisted 09. 

I. To give the reader an account of the writer of 
this farce. 

». The motives which induced him to compose it. 
I can stay no longer now, said he ; but if you desire 
any further direction in this matter meet me here to- 
morrow night, and I will discourse more particularly 
on these two heads, and then take my leave of you 1 
wishing you good success witli youi* preface, and that 
your key may prove a golden one. 

Now, kind reader, having received all the instruc- 
tions I could g.;in from my resolute spaik at our se«- 
veral meetings, 1 must stand on my own legs, and turn 
prefacer, though against my will. And thus I set out. . 
I . To tell thee what all persons, who are any thing 
acquainted with the stage, know already ; i^/k. That 
this farce was wrote by the most noble George Viliiers, 
late duke of Buckingham, Sec. a person of a great 
deal of natural wit and ingenuity, and of excellent 
judgment, particularly in matters of this nature i his 
forward genius was improved by a liberal education, 
and the coiiversation of the greatest persons in hia 
time } and all these cuUivatcd and improved by study 
and travel. 
By CM former, he became well acquainted with, the . 
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^ritlnfrt of the mcit celebrated poctt of the late ag*5 5 
ntix. Shakspcre, Beaumont, and Jonson, (the last of 
.vhom he knew personally, being thirteen years old 
«iien he died), as also with the famous company of 
aftors at Black-Friars, whom he always admired. 

He w;as likewise very intimate with the poets of hn 
time; as Sir John Deuham, Sir John Suckling, the 
,Lord Falkland, Mr. Sydney Godolphin, (a near rela-* 
tion to the late Lord high treasurer of England, the 
glory of the ancient family) Mr. Waller, and Mr. 
Cowley } on the last of whom he bestowed a genteel 
annuity duiing his life, and a noble monument in 
Westiuinster- Abbey after his decease. 

By travel he had the opportunity of observing the 
decorum of foreign theatres ; especially the French^ 
under the regulation of Monsieur Comeille, before it 
was so far Italianated, and over- run with opera and 
farce, as now it is ; and befoie the venom thereof had 
crossed the nurrov/ seas, and poisoned the English 
stage, we being naturally prone to imitate the French 
in their fashions, manners, and customs, let them be 
ever so vicious, fantastic, or ridiculous. 

By wliat has been said on this head, I hope thou art 
fully satisfied who was the author of this piece, which 
the learned and judicious Dr. Burnet (late bishop of 
Sarum) calls a correSlion, and an unmerciful cxposi^ig; 
and I believe thou hast as little cause to doubt of his 
being able to perform it. V 

Had this great p-rson been endued wltli constancy 
attd steadiness of mind, equal "to his oth?r^fli*itics, 
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both natural and acquired, he had been the most com- 
plete gentleman in his time* 

I shall proceed to shew, 

». The motives which induced him to undertake it» 

The civil war silenced tlie stage tor almost twenty 
years, though not near so lewd then, as it is since 
grown ; and it had been happy for England, if this 
had been the worst effect of that war. The many 
changes of government that succeeded the dissolution 
ot the ancient constitution, made the people very un- 
easy, and unanimously desirous of its restitationj 
"which was etfetlcd by a free parliament, in the year 
1660. 

Tins sudden revolution, which is best known by the 
name of the Restoration, brought with it many ill cus- 
toms, from the several countries to which the king 
and the caviliers were retired, during their exile, 
which proved veiy pernicious to our English constitu- 
tion, by corrupting our morals, and to winch the re- 
viving the stage, and bringing women on it, and en- 
couraging and applauding the many lewd, senseless,, 
and unnatural plays, that ensued upon this great 
change, did very much contiibute. 

Then appeard such plays as these; The Siege of 
Rhodes, part I. a6Ved at the Cock-pit, before the Re- 
storation J The Playhouse to be let 5 The Slighted- 
Maidj; The United Kingdoms ; The Wild Gallant 5 
The English Monsieur j The Villain 5 and the like. 

You will mtet with sevtral passages out of all these, 
except the United Kingdoms, (which' was neverprinl- 
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cd) in the fbUo%wng notes 5 as you wHl find out of se- 
veral other plays, which are here omitted. 

Owr most noble author, to manifest his fust indig- 
nation and hatred of this fulsome new way of writing, 
tised bis utmost interest and endeavours to stifle it at 
Its first appearance on the stage, by engaging aH bis 
fiiends to explode and run down these plays, espe- 
cially the United Kin^>doms, which had like to have 
brought his life into danger. 

The author of it being nobly bom, of an ancient 
and numerous family, had many of his relations and 
friends in the Cock-pit, during the a6ting it ; some of 
them perceiving his Grace to head a party, who were 
very a^ive in damning the play, by hissing and laugh- 
ing iranM)dcrately,*at the strange conduft thereof, there 
were persons laid wait for him, as he came oui : but 
there being a great tumult and uproar in the house, 
and the passages neai* it, he escaped ; hut he was threat- 
ened hard : however, the business was composed in a 
short time, tlwifgh by what means I have not been in- 
formed. 

After this, our author endeavoured by writing, to 

expose the follies cf these new-fashioned plays, in tl»eur 

proper colours, and to set them in so Cicar a light, that 

tlie people might be able to discover what trash it was, 

cf which they were so fontl, as he plainly hints in the 

prologue j and so set hia^self to the composing of this 

farce. 

W hen his Grace began it, I could never Icam, nor 

is it very matciial. 
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Thxt$ much we may certainly gather from the edi- 
tions of the phys refleaed on in it, that it was before 
the end of 1663, and finished before the end of 16645 
because it had bgen several times reheaised, the pliyef s 
were perfea in their parts, and all things in readmess 
for its aaing, before the great plagu?, J665, which 
prevented it. 

But what was so ready for the stage, and so near 
being aited, at the breaking out of the terrible sick- 
ness, was very different f:om what you have since eeeii 
in print : in that he called his po.t Bilbo^-i ; by which 
name, the town generally understood Sir Robert 
Jloward to be the person pointed at. Bciides, there 
were very few of this, new sort of phys then extant, 
except the P befoie-meDtioned, af rh.it tiinej and moie 
than were in being, could not be ritiiculed. 

The a^tin^ of this fiirce being thus hindered, it was 
laid by for several years, and came not on the puhlic 
theatre till the year 1671. 

During this interval, many great p^ays came fovth^ 
writ in heroic rhyme ; and on the death of Sir VViliiam 
D' Avenant, i66^,Mr.Dryden, a new Laurear, appeared 
on the stage, much admired, und highly applauded, 
which moved the Duke to change the name of his poet 
from Bilboa to Baye5, whose woiks you wiil iind often 
mentioned in the following Key. 

Thus far, kind reader, i have followed the dlre»$lion 
of my new acquaintance, to the utiiiost extent of my 
memOiy, witnout tj ansgressi ng the bounds he assigned 
me, and 1 am free from any fear of having displeased 
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him : T wish I could justly say as much, with rebtion 
to the offences I have committed against yourself, and 
all judicious persons who shalf peruse this poor address. 
I have nothing to say in my own defence : I plead 
guilty, and throw myself at your feet, and beg for 
mercy, and not without hope, since what I have here 
writ did not proceed from the least malice in me, to 
any person or family in the world, but from an honest 
design to enable the meanest readers to understand all 
the passages of this farce, that it may sell the better. 
I am, with all submission. 

Your most obliged, 

Humble servant. 
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ACT L 

Note 1. p. 8. 

•« BayesX^ fine, it shall re^d and write, and a6l: and 
** ploti and show j ay, and pit, box, and gallery it, 
** 'egad, with any play in Europe.'' 

The usual language of the Honourable Edward How- 
ard, Esq. at the rehearsal of his plays. 

Note 2. p. 8. 
*« Bayes. These my rules/' 
He who writ this, not without pain and though tj 
From French and English theatres has brought 
Th' exaftest rules by which a play is wrought. 
The unity of aclicn, place and time j 
The scenes unbroken, and a mingled chime 
Of Jonson's humour, witli Corneille's rhyme. 

Frologue to the Maiden ^een. 

Note 3* p. iz. 

«* Bayes. I writ that part only for her. You must 
«* know she is my mistress." 

The part of Amaryllis was afled by Mrs. Annq 
Reeves, who, at that time, was kept by Mr. Bayes. 
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Note 4. p. 14. 
Two kings of Brentford, supposed to be the two 
brothers, the kinr and tb€ duke. 
6cc note isl on the fotirth AfV. 

Note 5. p. 14. 
See the two prologues to the Maiden-QMeen. 

Note 6. p. 16. 

** I have printed above a hundred sheets of paper, 
** to insinuate the plot into the boxes.*' 

The. e were printed papers given the audience, before 
the ir.ehiig ihe India Empeior, telling them, ihat it was 
the sequel of the Indian Queen i pait of wliich play 
was wnttea by Mr. Bayes, &c. 

Note 7. p. 16. 

** Persons, 'egnd, I vow to Gad, and all that," is the 
constant siile ol F.iiler in the Wild Gallant j for wluch$ 
take this shore speech instead of many. 

FmLr. Re .liy, madam, I lo.-k upon you as a person 
of such woi rh, and all thtt, thit I vow to Gad, I ho- 
nour you ( f ail persons in the world ; and though I 
am a person that am inconsiderable in the world, and 
all that, madam, yet for a person' of your worth aiid 
cxceikncy, I would. IFUdGallanty p. 5. 

Note 8. p. 17. 
" Bayes. No, sir, there are certain ties upon nie> that 
*« 1 cannot be disengaged from."" 
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He contra£^ed with the King's company of aftors, in 
the year 1668, for a whole share, to write them four 
plays a year. 

Note 9. p. 18. 
** So boar and sow, when any storm is nigh, 
** SnufF up and smell it gathering in the sky ; 
** Boar beckons sow to trot in chesnut groves, 
*' And there consummate their unfinished loves ; 
** Pensive In mud they wallow all alone, 
** And snore and gruntle to each other's moan." 

In ridicule of this: 
So two kind turtles, wlien a storm is nigh. 
Look up, and see it gathering in the sky j 
Each calls his mate to shelter in the groves, 
Leaving, in murmurs, their unfinish'U loves .• 
Perch'd on tome dropping branch, they sit alone, 
. And coo, and hearken to each, otlier's moan* 

Coaqucst of Granada, fart II, p. 48* 

Note 10. p. 19. 
«« 77'w». I am the bold Thunder. 
^«« Light, The brisk Lightning I.'' 
I am the evening, daik as night. 

Slighted Muid, p. 48f 

Note II. p. 19. 
Let the men 'ware tte ditches 5 
Maids \oQk to their breeches j 
We'll scratch them with briars and thistles. 

Ibid. p. 49* 
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Note 11. p. ao. 
Abraham Ivory had formerly been a consic^eraUe 
aftor of women's parts j but afterwards stupified him- 
self so far, with drinking strong waiters, that before the 
first a^ing of his farce, he was fit for nothing, but to 
go of errands j for which, and meer charity, the com- 
pany allowed him a weekly salary. 



Note 1. p. 20, 
*' I BEGIN this play with a whisper.'* 

Drake, sen. Draw up yoor men : 
And ipJoSk whispers give our orders out. 

^ V . -.>• Play -borne ta be Letty p. loo, 

Spe the Amorous Prince, p. 20, 22, 39, 69 ; where 
you will find, all the chief commands and dire6Uons 
are given in whispers. 

Note 2. p. 23. 
Mr. William Wintershall was a most excellent ju- 
dicious aftor, and the best instruftor of others. He 
died in July, 1679. 

Note 3. p. 24. 
*« Bayes, If I am to write familiar things, aa sonnets.** 
See Note 6.on A61 III. 
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^ Note 4. p, 2 5. 

^ake snuff. He Was a great taker of snufF, and made 
most of it himself. 

" Note 5. p. 27. 
<* Intrigue in a late play/' 

^be Lost Ladyy by Sir Robert Stu^lefon* 

Note 6. p. 23. 
*' As some tall pine, which we on -^tna find 
•* T' have stood the rage of many a boisterous wind, 
" Feeling without, that ilamcs within do play, 
*< Which would consume liis ix>ot and sap away j 
*< He spreads his worsted aims unto the skies, 
** Silently grieves, all pale, repines and dies, 
** So, shrouded up, your bright eye disappears : 
** Break forth, bright scorching sun, and dry my tearSi, 

In Imitation of this passage t 

As some fair tulip, by a storm opprest, 
Shrinks up, and folds its silken arms to rest 5 
And bending to the blast, all pale and dead. 
Hears from within the wind sing round its head i 
So shrouded up your beauty disappears 5 
Unveil, my love, and lay aside your fears : 
The storm that causM your fright is past and gone. 
Conquest of Granada, part L p, 55. 

Note 7. p. 52. 
** Bayes. The whole state's turned,'* Sec. 
Such easy turns of state are frequent in our modem 
I iij n ] 
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plays : where wc see princes dethroned, and govern- 
ments changed, by very feeble means, and on slight 
occasions : particularly in Marriagc-a -la-Mode, a pby 
writ since the first publication of this farce. Where 
(to pass by the dulness of the state-part, the obscurity 
of the comic, the near resemblance Leonidas bears to 
our Prince Pretty man, being sometimes a king's son, 
sometimes a shepherd's ; and not a question how 
Amalthea comes to be a princess, her brother, the 
king's great favourite, being but a lord) 'tis worth our 
while to observe how easily the fierce and jealous usur- 
per is deposed, and the right heir placed on the thronej 
and it is thus related by the said imaginary princess, 

yfmaltb. Oh ! gentlemen, if you have loyalty, 
Or courage, shew it now : Leonidas, 
Broke on a sudden from his guards, and snatching 
A sword fro.n one, bis back against the scaffold. 
Bravely defends himself } and owns aloud. 
He is our lon^-lost king, found for this moment; 
But, if your valours help not, lost forever. 
Two of his guards, mov'd by the sense of virtue. 
Are turnM for him ; and there they stand at bay. 
Against a host of foes. Marriage-a-la-Mode^ p. 69, 

This shews Mr. Bayes to be a man of constancy, 
and firm to his resolution, and not to be laughed out 
of his own method ; agreeable to what he says in the 
next a<5t. 

«' As long as I know my things are good, what care 
«* I what they say V 
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Note 8. p. 33. 
** Hey day ! hey day ! I know not what to do, nor 

«^ what to say.'* 
I know not what to say, or what to think. 
I know not when 1 sleep, or when I wake. 

Lo*ve and Friendship ^ p. 46. 

My doubts and fears my reason do dtsmay ; 
I know not what to do, or what to say. 

Pandora^ pc 46. 



ACT III. 



Note I. p. 37. 
Prince Prettyraan, and Tom Thimble 5 Failer, and 
Bibber liistaylor, in the Wild Gallant, p. 5, 6, 

Note 2. p. 37. 
«* Bayes. There's a bob for the court." 
Nay, if that be all, there's no such haste. The cour* 
tiers are not so forward to pay their debts. 

ITild Gallant, p,^. 
Note 3. p. 38. 

" Tom Thim. Ay, sir, in your own coin ; you give 
me nothing but words. 

Take a little Bibber, 
And throw him in the river 5 
And if he will trust never. 
Then there let him lie ever. 
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Biiber. Then siy I, 

Take a little Failer, 

And throw him to the jailoTy 

And tiiere let him lie 

Till be has paid hb taylor. WiUGallaat^ p. i«« 

Note 4. p. 38. 
<« Bayes. Ay, pretty well j but he does not top his 

«* part." 
A great woi*d with Mr. Edward Howard. 

Note 5, p» 39. 
" Bayes, As long as I know my things are good, 
<« what care I >" 

See the 7th Note on the second A(5l. 

Note 6. p. 40. 
Song. " In swords, pikes, and bullets, *tis safer 
«* to be, 
** Than in a strong castle remoted from thee ! 
** My death's bruise pray think you give me, tho* a 

« fell 
'** Did give h me more, from the top of a wall r 
*' For then if the mote on her mud would first lay, 
•* And after, before you my body convey; 
•* The blue on my breast, when you happen to see, 
•* You'll say, with a sigh, there's a true-blue for me.'* 

In Imtation afiUs s 
On seas, and in battles, through bullets aad ^c. 
The danger is les& than in hopeless dcsiiej 
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My death's wound you give me, the' far off I bear 
My fall from your sight, not to cost you a tear j 
But if the kind flood on a wave would convey. 
And under your window my body would lay j 
When the wound on my breast you happen tasee. 
You'd say, with a sigh, it was given by me. 

This is the latter part of a song made by Mr. Bayes^ 
on the death of Captain Digby, son of George Earl of 
Bristol, who was a passionate admirer of the Duchess 
Dowager of Richmond, called by the autlior Armida. 
He lost his life in a sea-fight against the Dutch, th^ 
aSth of May, 1672, 

Note 7. p. 40. 
** John. Pitt, box, and gallery, Mr. Baycs !** 
Mr. Edward Howard's words. 

Note 8. p. 41. 
«* Cordel, My lieges, news from Volscius the prince.** 
** Vsh, His news is welcome, whatsoe'er it be." 
Albert. Curtius, I've something to deliver to your 

car. 
Qur. Any thing from Alberto is welcome. 

Amorous Prince ^ p. 39. 

Note 9. p. 48. 
*• Fols, Harry, my boots ! for Til go range among 
" My blades en^ampM, and quit tliis urban tliropg." 
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Let my horses be broTaght ready to the door, for Til 
go out of town tiiis evening. 
Into the country I'll with speed 5 
With hounds and hawks my ^ncy feed, &c« 
Now I'll away, a country life 
Shall be my nustress and my wife. 

EngHsb Monsieur, p. 36, 3?, 39* 

Note 10. p. 4.9. 
*« Fair Madam, give me leave to ask her name." 
And what's this maid's name ? Ihid. p. 40*' 

Note II. p. 49. 
** Thou bring'st the morning pi6tur'd in a cloud.'* 
I bring tlie morning pi6lur'd in a cloud. 

Siege of Rhodes, part /.p. io# 

Note I a. p. 49. 
" Jma, How ! Prince Volscius in love! Ha, ha, ha!'* 
Mr. Comely in love ! English Monsieur, p. 490 

Note 13. p. 50. 
** Ba^s» You shall see a combat betwixt love and 
** honour. An ancient author has writ a whole play 
« on it." 

^ir fFilliam D^ Avenanf s play of Lo've and Honouf. 

Note 14. p. 50, 
Fols, <* Go on, cries Honour j tender Love says, 
" nay." 
But honour says not so. Siege of Rhodes, part I. p. io* 
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Note 15. p. 51. 
** Bayes. I remember once in a play of ihine, I set 
** off a scene beyond expeftation, only with a petticoat 
*^ and the beliy-ach/' Love in a Nunnery^ p. 34- 



Acr ir. 



Note I. p. 53. 

** Bajes, Gentlemen, because I would not have any. 
** two things alike in this play, tiie last a6t: beginning 
*^ with a witty scene of mirth, I begin this with a fu- 
** neral.". 

Colonel Henry Howard, son of Thomas Earl of Berk- 
shire, made a play, called the United Kingdoms, which 
began with a funeral , and had also two kings in it. 
This gave tlie duke a just occasion to set up two kings 
in Bi entford, as it is generally believed, though others 
are of opinion that his Grace had our two brothers in 
his thoughts. It v/as aded at tl»e Cockpit in Druiy- 
Lane, soon after the Restoration j but miscarrying on 
the stage^ the author had the modesty not to print it j 
and therefore the reader cannot reasonably expert 
any .particular passages of it. — Others say, that they 
are Boahdelin and Abdalla, the two contending kings 
of Graaada j and Mr. Dryden has, in most of his se- 
rious piays^ two contending Jcings of the same place. 
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Note 2. p. 54. 
•' rU speak a bold words it shall drnm, tnimpct, 
** shout, and battle,*cgad,with any. of the most warlike 
** tragedies, cither ancient or modem.'' 

Conquest ofGranada, in t^zvo parts. 

Note 3. p. 57. 
" Smith. Who is she V 

** Bayes. The sister of Drawcansir, a lady that was 
•* drowned at sea, and had a wave to her winding 
«* sheet/' 

On seas I bore thee, and on seas I dy'd ; 
I dyM : and for a winding sheet a wave 
I had i and all the ocean for my grave. 

Conquest of Granada, part IL p. 113. 

Note 4. p. 59. 

*« Bayes. Since death my earthly part will thus re- 
move, 
** I'll come a humble bee to your chaste love : 
** With silent wings I'll follow you dear coz 5 
*' Or else before you in the sun-beams buz : 
** And when to melancholy^ groves you come, 
•* An airy ghost, you'll know me by my hum t 
<* For sound being air, a ghost does well become, 
« At night into your bosom I will creep, 
«< And buz but softly, if you chance to sleep j 
*< Yet in your dreams, I will pass sweeping by. 
" And then both hum and buz before your eye.'* 
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In ridkuk of this : 

•My earthly part, 



Which is my tyrant's right, death will remove j 
I'll come all soul and spirit to your love. 
With silent steps I'll follow you all day 5 
Or else before you in the sun-beams play* 
I'll lead you hence to melancholy groves. 
And there repeat the scenes of our past loves. 
At night I will within your curtains peep ; ' 
With empty arms embrace you while you sleep t 
In gentle dreams I often will be by. 
And svtreep along before your closing eye ; 
All dangers from your bed I will remove. 
But guard it most from any future love. 
And when at last in pity you will die, 
I'll watch your birth of immortality : 
Then, turtle-like, I'll to my mate repair. 
And teach you your first flight in open air. 

^jraftnic Love, p. 15. 

Note 5. p. 61. 

*« Pal. Lo ! from this con<juering lance 
" Does flow the purest wine of France : 
" And to appease your hunger, I 
" Have in my helmet brought a pie : 
** Lastly, to bear a part with these, 
** Behold my buckler made of cheese." 

See tke Sane in the l^illmn, p. 47, 48, 49, 50^ 
5»> 5»i 53. 
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Where the host furnishes his guests with a collatloQ 
out of his clothes i a capon from his helmet, a tansey 
out of the lining of his cap, cream out of hia scab- 
bard, ^c. 

Note 6. p, 61. 

** K, Pfys, What man is this that dares disturb oar 

feast ?•• 
** Drafw, He that dares drink» and for that dnnk 
<* dares die : 
*< And knowing this, dares yet drink oa, am I.** 

In r'tdtcule of ibis : 

Almab, Who dare to interrupt my private walk ? 
Altnan, He who dares love, and for that love must | 
die; 
And knowing this, dares yet love on, am I. 

Gra^jftda^ fart lU p. 114^ 115. 



Nct^ 7. p. 62. 

** Bajes, Now there are some ci-itics that have ad- 
** vised me to put out the second iiare, and print must 
*« in the pla^e on't i but, 'egad, I think 'tis better thus 
" a great deal/' 

It was at first dares die. Ibid. 

Note 8. p. 44. 
«* Dra^iv, You shall not know how long I here will 
" stay 5 
** But you shall know I'll take your bowls away." 
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Alman, I would not now, if thou would'st beg me, 
stay ; 
But I will take my Almahide away. 

Conquest ({f Granada,^, Zz* 

Note 9. p. 63. 
«« K, Usb, Tho% brother, this gnim stranger be a 
*« clown, 
«< He'll leave us sure a little to gulp down." 
•« Drofw, Whoe'er to gulp one drop of this dares 
*• think, 
<* I'll stare away his very pow'r to drink.'* 

In ridi ule of this : 

Alman, Thou dar'st not marry her, while I'm lA 
sight J 
With a bent bow, thy priest and thee PU fright : 
And, in that scene, which all thy hopes and wishei 

should content. 
The thoughts of me shall make thee impotent, M. p. 5*^ 

Note 10. p. 63. 
« Drarju, I drink, I huiF, I strut, look big, and stare j 
" All this I can do, because I dare," 
Spite of myself, I stay, fight, love, despair ; 
And all this I can do, because I dare. 

« Granada^ fart //» p. S^. 

Note II. p. 66. 
«* Gods would themselves ungod themselves to see." 

'' Digitized by Google 



II» THE KEY T* 

In ridicule of this : 

Max. Thou liest : there's not a god inhabits there. 
But for this Christian would all Heav'n forswear ; 
Ev'n Jove would try new shapes her love to win. 
And in new birds and unknown beasts would sin } 
At least, if Jove coul J love like Maximin, 

Note 12. p. 66. 

«* Pret, Dui-st any of the gods be so uncivil, 
*' rd make that god subscribe himself a devil/* 
Some god now, if he dai'e, relate what passed j 
Say but he's dead, that god shall mortal be. 3, p. 7. 
Provoke my rage no farther, lest I be 
Reveng'd, at once, upon the gods and thee. p. S. 

What had the gods to do with me or mine ? p. 57« 

Note 13. p. 67. 
«* He is too proud a man to creep servilely after 
** sense, I assvu*e you/' 
Poets, like lovers, should be bold and dare; 
They sj>oil their business with an over-car^ $ 
And he who servilely creeps after sense, 
Is safe, but ne'er can reach to excellence. 

Prologue to Tyraimc Love. 
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Acr V. 



Note I. p. 6«. 

** K. C7>i&.BuT stay ! — What sound is this invades our 
*« ears ?" 
Wltat various noises do my ears invade. 
And have a concert of confusion made ? 

Siegeof Rhodes,!^, ^^ 
Note 2. p. 69. 
<* 1st King, Haste, brother King, we are sent from* 

** above/' 
•* ^d King, Let us move, let us move ; 
" Move to remove the fate 
" Of Brentford's long united state.'* 
*< tst King, Tarra, ran-tarra, full east and by soutl?^" 
*< zdKing: We sail with thunder in our mouth, 

•* In scorching noon-day, whilst the tra- 

" veller stays, 
'* Busy, busy, busy, busy we bustle along, 
" Mounted upon warm Phoebus's rays, 
** Through the heavenly throng, 
" Hasting to those 
« Who will feast us at night with a pig's petty-tqcs." 
** I// King, And we'll fal with our plate 

** In an c///(7 of hate. 
** id King, But now supper's done, the servitors try, 
** Like soldiers, to storm a whole half-mooa pie. 
** 1st fCtng, Tliey gather, they gather hot custards 
** in spoons : 

K iij ^ T 
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«* But, alas I I must leave these half-moOns, 
** And repair to my trusty dragoons.'* 
•* %d King, Oh, stay ! for you need not as yet go astray ; 
*' The tide, like a friend, has brought ships in our 

** way, 
«* And on then* high ropes we vnU play j 
** Like maggots in filberts, we'll snug in Qur shell 5 
" We'll frisk in our shell, 
<* We'll frisk in our shell, 
** And farewel.'* 
** 1 // King, But the ladies have all inclinations to dance, 
** And the green- frogs croak out a coranto of 

*« France.'* 
" zd King, Now mortals that hear 

** How we tilt and career, 
** With wonder will fear, 
** The event of such things as shall never appear." 
" ist King, Stay you to fulfil what the gods Iiavc 

" decreed." 
" %d King. Then call me to help you, if sherc shall 

<« be need." 

«' I St King, So firmly resolv'd is a true Brentford 

"King, 

*' To save the distressed, and help to them bring, 

** That e'er a full pot of good ale you can swallow, 

** He's here with a whoop, and gone with a holla." 

In ridicule of ibis : 

Naker, Hark, my Damilcar, we are call'd below. 
Dam* Let us go, let us go j 
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Oo to relieve the care 
Of longing lovers in despair. 

Naker, Mcny, merry, merry, we sail from the cast. 

Half tippled at a rainbow feast. 
Dam. In the bright moon- shine, while winds whistle 

loud» 
, Tivy, tiTy, tivy, we mount and we fly. 
All racking along in a downy white cloud ) 
And lest our leap from the sky should prove too far. 
We slide on the back of a new-falling gtar. 
Naker. And drop from above. 

In a jelly of love. 
Pam, But now the sun^s down, and the element's 
red. 
The spirits of fire against us make head. 
Nahr, They muster, they muster, like gnats in the 
air; 
Alas I I must leave thee, my fair. 
And to my light horsemen repair. 
Dam. Oh, stay! for you need not fear them to-night. 
The wind is for us, and blows full in their sight : 
And o'er the wide ocean we fight. 
Like leaves in the autumn our foes^will fa)l down. 
And hiss in the wate r ■ 
Both, And hiss in the water, and drown. 
*Naker, But theii- men lie securely intrench'd in a 
►• ' cloud. 

And a trumpeter hornet tp battle sounds loud. 
Dam. Now inortals that spy. 
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How ^e tilt in the sky. 
With wonder will gaze. 

And fear such events as will ne*er come to pass* 
Naker, Stay you to perform what the maa indll have 

done. 
Dam, Then call me again ^hen the battle is won. 
Both, So ready and quick is a spirit of air. 

To pity the lover, and succour the fair. 
That, silent and swift, that little soft god 
Is here with a wish, and is gone with a nod. 
TjrMmk Love, p. %^ %^. 

' ^ Note 3. p. 71, 

'< Ba^es. This, sir, you must know, I once thought 
** to have brought in with a conjurer.'* 

See Tyrannic Love, A6I4.. Scene. i. 

Note 4. p. 73, 

** What dreadful noise is this, thait comes and goes ?** 
• ** SqU, Haste hence, great sirs, your royal persons 

" save, 
** For the event of war no roortsd knows : 

" The army, wrangling for die gold you gave, 
** First fell to words, and ^en to handy-blows.*' 

In ri4iculi of this t 
What new misfortune do these cries presage ? 

ift Mess. Haste all you can their fiiiy to assuage, 
You are not safe from tlieir rcbelliotts rage« 
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tt// Mess. This minute, if you grant not their desire. 

They'll -seize your- person, and your palace fire. 

Granada^ fart ii. p. 7 1 . 

Note 5. 'p. 76. 

*< Bayes, True } and so, 'egad, 1*11 make it to a tra^ 
gedy in a trice." 

Aigatira and the Vestal Virgin arc so contrived, by 
a little alteration towards the latter end of them, that 
they have been adted both ways, either as tragedies or 
comedies. 

Note 6. p. 76. 

** The description of the Scene of Generals,*' &c. 

There needs nothing more to explain the meaning 
of this battle, than the perusal of the First Part of the 
Siege of JUiodes, which was performed in recitative 
mu^ic, by seven persons pnly j ^d the passage Qut of 
the Playhouse to be Lett. 

Note 7. p. 76. 
Arm, arm, Gonsalvo, arm. 

^he Siege of Rhodes bepns tbuss 
jidmral. Arm, arm, Valerius, arm. 

Note 8. p. 76. 
<* Qejj* Dn^w down the Chelsea cuirassiers," 
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I 

ne ibird entry thus t 

Soljm, Pyrrlms, draw down our anny wide ; 
Then from the gross two sfrong reserves divide> 

And spread the wings. 

As if wc were to fight 

In the lost Rhodians' sight, 

Wirh all tbe western kings. 

Each with Janizaries line ; 

The right and left to Haly's sons assign j 

The gross to Zangiban j 

The main artillery 

To Mustapha shuU be : 
Bring thou the rear, we^ lead the van. 

Note 9. p. 7^. 
«* Lteut» Tbc Sand you boast of Chelsea cnirassittS, 
<* Shall in my Putney pikes now meet their peers.*' 
More pikes ! more pikes ! to reinforce 
That squadron, and repulse the horse. 

Plaj-bmse to be Lett, p. 72, 

Note 10. p. 77. 

" Lieut. Gtn. Give fire, give fire, at once give fire, 
" And let those recreant troops perceive miuc i^e. . 
Point all the cannon, and play fast j 
Their fury is too hot to last. 
That rampire shakes, they fly into the town. 

Pyr. March up with those reserves to that redoubt* 
Faint slaves I the Jauizaiies reel I 
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They bend, they bend, and seem to feel 

The terrors of a rout. 
. Must* Old Zangar.halts, and rtinfcrc€ir.ent lacks. 

Pyr, March on. 

Must* Advance those pikes, and charge their backs. 

Note II. p. 79. 
" Orb, Who calif TVrra Firma, pray ? 
** Luna, Luna, that ne'er shines by day. 
** Orb, What means Luna in a veil ? 
*' Luna, Luna means to shew her tail.'' 

In ridicule $/ ibis : 
Pbdsb, Who calls the world's great light ? 
^ur. Aurora, that abhors the night. 
Tbab, Why does Aurora, from her cloud. 
To drousy Phoebus cry so loud ? 

Slighted Maidy p. 80. 

Note \z, p. 80. 
" Luna, To-morrow soon, e'er it be noon. 
" On Mount Vesuvio." 
The burning Mount Vesuvio. Ibid, p. 81. 

Note 13. p. 80. 

** Luna, And I will drink nothing but Lippara 
** wine." 
JDl'ink, drink wine, Lippara wine. . Ibid, p. 8 1 . 
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Note 14. p. Si. 

*' Come, I'll shew you how they shall go off. Rise, 
** sirs, and go about your business. There's go off 
** for you now.'* 

Valeria, daughter to Wximin, having killed herself 
for the love of Porphyrius, when she was to be car. 
ried off by the bearers, strikes one of them a box oa 
the ear, and speaks to him thus : 

Hold, are you mad, you damn'd confounded dog > 

I am to rise, and speak the epilogue. 

Tyrannic Love, 
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TO THE 

RIGHT HON. LORD HARROWBY. 

MY LORD, 

^LBINA bad the honour of being known to your Lord-' 
shipy almost from ber infancy, HerfaultSy and her graces^ 
you are already acquainted fwitb, as she greuu up in some 
measure beneath your Lordship* s eye. She is now arri'ved 
at maturity 'f and if in her present state, my Lor dy you 
should find ber more polished^ than lAihen she had last the 
honour of your attention^ it is chiefly owing to the hints 
nvitb 'which you then fa*vmred me* 

I have honour to be. 
My Lord, 

Tour Lordship" s grateful. 
And obedient bumble Servant, 

H. COWLET. 
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THE LIFE OF MRS, H. COWLET. 



This lady is the daughter of Mr^ Parkhouse, o/ Ti- 
verton, in Devonshire— distantly i-ekted to the family 
of the celebrated Mr. Gay. Her husband, Mr. Cow- 
ley, has enjoyed a place under government^ and occa- 
sionally .employed himself in literary pursuits. 

Mrs. Cowley has been a very successful writer for 
the stage, each of her performances having met with 
applause. Her first produ6tion, the Runmvayy re- 
ceived some touches from the hand of Mr, Garrick, 
It was first performed at Drury-lane theatre, in 1776, 
and, as well as all her subsequent pieces, was received 
by the town, after repeated exhibitions, with consi- 
derable approbation. Her other produ6tions are:— 

2. Who's the Dupe? A Farce, performed at Drury- 
lane theatre, in 1779, 

3, Albina, a Tragedy, afted at the Hay-market the- 
atre, in 1779. Ill a preface to the first edition of this 
play, Mrs. Cowley charges the Managers of Drury- 
lane and Covent-garden theatres with unfair pradlices 
while it was in their hands. In this she is not singular. 
Similar charges have been often niade by other authors : 
but, probably, they originated more in their own fancy 
than in the conduct of the Managers. 

A iij 
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THE tlPE OF MRS. COWLEY. 



4. Tbt Mb^s Stratagem^ a Coraedy. performed at 
Corent-gftrden theatre, in 179^. A despicable 0>- 
medy, of the same title, made its appearamre in the 
following year. This is only mentioBed, to prevent 
the reader from mistakiilg it for Mrs. Cowley^s. 

5. The Sch§9l fir Ekqutmt^ an Interlttde, a^ed for 
Mr. Brereton^t benefit, at Dniry-Uuie theatre, in 17*0. 
This piece was intended to ridicule the number of dis- 
puting dobs which at that time infested the me- 
tropolis^ 
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PROLOGUE-* 



[Prompter, speaking without. ] 

jPray, Sir, come bad — com£ back--^ the Author snxears, 
That, if you speak 

Hang Authors and their air si 
I say, I will speak, though she hurst <with rage : 
H^bat right has she upon our Summer stage ^^^ 
fFith dismal stories, and long a8s in <verse. 
Solemn, and slo^.pac^d, as a mdnight herse ? 
Bid her march cff^^troop back agiun to Drury^ 
*rbere ! there's a look I Defend me from the fury. ' 

Hey-day ! from floor to roof, display din ronus^ 
At though *we shiver' din December snoiusf 
*7w dei/^lish odd f — Beneath a burning sky 
fTho^d crowd it here, to pant, and sob, and cry, 
whilst madmen snuagger, or their madams aie t 
'"Tavas my advice to keep these doors close shut 
Against that ranting, bloody-minded slut, 
Melpomene. / ne<veryet could see 
Those charms ofher^'S'^Vm sure sbe^s nonefhr me. 
My mistress^ittle Thai.— ^yOK kno^M I mean, 
The laughing Princess of the comic scene — 
^■^She sent me here, atid dttbb^d me Pienipo, 
** Dear Parsons ! ^ick /'* she crfd, «* this instant go ! 



] 



• The first part of this Prologue, which was intended for 
Mr. Parsons, was not spoken on the Stage. 
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Vlll PROLOGUE. 



*• Fly t$y0m audUnci, nvBo in judgment rity 

«* And plead dur cause before the Jury Pit, 

«* TeU ^im tb'u Autborling abjures my reign^ 

** To fill mj bought^ dster^s sanguine train ^ 

** A lawless rebel^Jrom my banner floiwt — 

<« — / call for justices-justice from tbe to^jun /" 

rU do^ty said I \ and tben, in aid ofyouy 

My 'wrongs VU usher to their imrships^ weiu. 

Me she forsakes ; her little Dolly slights^ ' 

He 'who hath toU^d so many ^weary nights y 

And taUCd of Algebray and Greeky and Latiny 

Till larned Scholards could no ^word squeeze pat -in, 

Donun nvith her tragedy ! do^wny dtnunyye 'wits! 

For nuy ^ir^Thal. the fickle baggage quits. 

Spoil her heroics / her nenv buskins doff! 

Andthe fi 

Monster! {Enter Mrs. Massey. 
Tou there ! ohy ohy Vm offy Vm off! 

[Exit. 
Not nvrite in tragic style! — Pray tell me nvhy f 
Sure those 'who made you lau^by may make you cry. 



IVHEN the light scenes our Author^ s pencil dreiUy 
Extorted — all she ask'd—'a smile from you -y 
Her grateful mind a nefw bom ardour caught^ 
A loftier fancy y andsublimer thought : 
To her rapt eye the martial ages rose j 
Andy as her muse impeWd^ ber story fkws. 
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TROLOGUB. IX 



' 77j true^ she caUs you from the tempting sbaJe, 
The -zephyr'' d meadonu^ and the leafy glade j 
And not to cheer luith Satire^ poignant bit. 
Ironic Humour ^ or the flash offVit. 
Her'waHdshi'iva'uesi and imtaiU U^ your eyes 
tempestuous passi$Ms, guilty deeds , arise / 
J^or these our Author* s magic Urn nnas drawm \ 
JFof these she bids you from thefr-agrant Jaivn ;— 
^« rend tmthfrar, to melt *with tender tvoe, 
Jind hid the graceful drops of pity flow. 
Majestic Nature*8 plan shefoUonus thers^ 
ifTho, 'when thick vapours clog the jultfy asr^ 
When glowing Siriusyfrom tis fervid eye, 
JSends noxious languors through the siclCnmg sfy, 
Jlrous'd — amidst her thunders she appears, 
jAnd in terrific grandeur strikes our ears t 
'*The nmde- stretched concave blackens vuith her irei 
trough lab' ring ^ther darts the living fire j 
^e heavens, the earth, all aid her mighty rage, 
t And elements vuitb v/rathful elements engage ! 
ffben — whilst the trembling vforldis lost in fears'^ ^ 
She melts the lurid clouds in healthful tears. 

Your tears ive mean to prompt, whilst you, secure 
Amidst the coming storm the nvreck endure ; 
Harmless our tempest roars ovithin tbispale^ 
Ifhilst ventilators catch the cooling gale. 
But should a tempest in your quarter rise, 
'^I'nvould scare us more than thunder in the skies : 
fCuiltless to you the storm withtn these doors 5 
J)Gyou then save us harmless. Sirs, from your's. 



Dramatis iPetsoitae* 



Metu 
KiMOy -------- Mr. Usher. 

W^STMORBtAND^ - - - - Mr. DlGG£S. 

Edwabo, ------- Mr. DiMOND. 

GONOIBIRT, - - - - - - Mr.pALMEB. 

Egbert, - - - - - - - Mr. Aickin. 

Officer, ---'---- Mr. Egak. 

Oswald,'- - - - - - - Mr. R. Palmer. 

Steward to Westmoreland, - Mr. Gardner. 

Women, 
Albina, ----- - - Mrs. Massey, 

Editba, - - - « - - - Miss Sherry. 
Adela, - - - - - - - Mrs. PoussiN. 

Ina, -- -- -- -- Mrs. Lb Feyre. 

Guards and Attendants. 
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A L B I N A. 



ACTL SCENE 1. 

A Ma^Jiceni Hall in the Gothic style. Enter the Earl of 
Westmoreland ^m^ a Gentleman, 

Westmoreland. 
Bear back my duty to my royal master } 
Tell him I will ob^ his gracious summons. 
And meet the council at th* appointed hour » 
—Yet would I hope the flying rumour false. 

Cent. Too well, myX^rd, the tidings are confinuMf - 
Again the sacrilegious Turk hath broke 
The peace he ask'd — ^again the crescent's rear'd 
Upon the holy plains, whilst yellow streamers, 
Fann'd by the wanton air, which late embraced 
The christian standard, to the world proclaim 
The impious war. 

I^est. Give back the years, O time ! 
When such a tale as this had fir'd my soul, 
And sped me to th' unrighteous camp, on wings 
Of holy ^eal ! The fire*s not yet extinft. 
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But cankering age tiie sinews of my youdi 
Hath eat iiway. ' * 

Gent. Be not thus themklessto an age, 
Which in its slow advance, to gain a weloome> 
Brought honours, triutnphs, and a nttion^s love ! 

ff^est. Forbear ! thou com*st a messenger of war j 
Away then with the fbtt^rijag arts ofp^ace. 
And deal in words more suited to the times ! 

Gint. Your pardon, Lordt know then, the King 
in haste 
Orders his veteran noises to attend hiim 
A powerful army he*U in person lead 
To Asians plains. Ten thousand choicest vparrioFS 
Mean time are his precursors to the field. 
Led on by him they love*— the gallant Edward-— 
Who, ere the down of youth forsook his check. 
Deeds had performed that laureird s^ might twry* 

West. His manhood will fulfill his youth*s fftir pix>* 
misc— 
**A star, or I mistake, which rose in splendour. 
And will in glory set. Had Heav'n bestow^ 
On me a son like kim, without regret 
I*d sink into the arms of nerveless d^ $ 
Count his exploits, gn>w vain upon his conquests $ 
And, when my country claimed her ancient warrior, 
I*d proudly show my son. [withheld, 

Gent. Though from your prayers a son hath been 
A daughter wis bestowed, so rich in graces. 
So excellent in mind-— 

IFest, She*s my heart's darling—* 
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AS /. ALBINA. 13 

—My only pledge of chaste connubial love ! 
Her mother's beauty, and her mother's worth, 
Survive the grave — They live in ray Albina I 

Enter a Servant. 

Seimf. The Lord Edward, with eamestess, demands 
An audience of your grace. 

IVest. Instant admit him. \Ex. Serv. and Gent, 

He comes, to boast a soldier^s liappiness. 

Enter Lord^D^KViDn 

West. Welcome, young hero! I partake the transport 
Which this high honour, this unsought command. 
Must give a heart— panting, like your's — for glory. 
Ed^w, My Lord ! [Confusedfy. 

West, How's this ? have I misread jrour heart > 
Now, whilst our fiery youth are all in arms. 
And martial ardours dart from ev'ry eye 5 
Edward, as if oppress^ with liiaideu shame. 
Blushing, averts his head— 
Ednxj. Well may I blush ! 
The soldier, chosen by the King, to lead 
His warlike bands, and carry Britain's tbundcr 
To holy Zion's gates — he whose rapt bosom, 
No flame, but glory, should confess— 
^-He stands before yon, with a fainting heartf 
To tell a tale— of love. 

fVest, The time's unapt 5 
Yet *tis a tale at which a soldier needs not blush* 
He, who most ardent in the sanguine field. 
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14 ALBINA. A31, 

Contemning danger, braves the whizzing storm \ 
He is most fit to storm a maid's reluctance. 
He best deserves the happiness of love. 

EdiJL\ This, from a heio's mouth, warrants my sighs. 
Edward no longer tlien shall fear to own 
The power of silken tresses, and fair eyes : 
But, Westmoreland ! with equal patience hear 
That she, who in my heart hath rais'd this fiame^* 
— She, who doth pity less receive its sighs. 
Is matchless Raimond — is thy beauteous daughter ! 

IVeit. Heaven, I thank thee! [Aside,'] Is this a sudden 
Bred from the fever of hot youthful blood ? [passion. 
Or kindled by some casual glance ? 

Echv. Oh, no I 
A faithful love— with my existence twisted 5 
Nor know I when th* attachment fii*st began. 
•Deep in my heart she'd fix'd her beauteous image. 
When, by my father sent, I England left 
For distant lands. 

If^est, So early! 

Ednv, E'en so early. 
Ere glory or ambition touch'd my breast, 
Albina iil)'d it with resistless love. 

If est. Had you disclos'd your passion to my daughter? 

Ed'w, If the unartful language of mine eyes 
Disclos'd the tafe, she knew I was her slave j 
But youthful bashfulness seal'd up my lips : 
And when I left — rclu^Slant-— Albion's shores. 
Not one soft glance my longing eye could catch. 
To sooth the raging passion iu my breast. 

Digitized by CjOOQ 16 



^3 /. ALBINA* IS 

IVest. But Gallia'^s shores a ready cure bestow'd \ 
Her beauties kindly hoal the wounds they give» ' 
Nor let theii* lovers languish in their chains* 

Ednjo. In vain the beauties of the Gallic court 
Spread out their nets — In vain the dames of Italy 
Displayed their charms — Impatient I returned 
To lay my heart at your Albina's feet — 
— Oh day of horror ! She was wife of Raimond ! 
Fury, despair, seiz'd my distrafted mind— 
I curs'd his fortune, curs'd myself, and loath'd 
His hated name 

West, Young Lord, you do forget 
Earl Raimond was my son-— the chosen husband 
To whom I gave Albina. 

Ednfj. Oh pardon. Sir, the transports of my grief. 
Which, at this distant period, shake my frame. 
And guess from them what Edward hath endur*d ! 
Earl Raimond^s arms, and mine, against tlie Saracens 
Our monarch did command — and then I prov'd 
That I was worthy of Albina' s hand. 

West. Your valiant afits by fame have been prpclaim'd, 
jF^/w. Of fame, of valour, 'tis not that I boast, 
Tis not the prowess of my arm in war, 
'Tis of a deed a Roman might have claim'd. 
And you will thank—— 

West, You warm my expe6tatiori. 
Edvj, 'T was on a day , when truce had been pr^claim'd, 
I pass'd beyond the liiies, t'observe the foe. 
Direftcd by the gleams of burnish'd mailjj 
Within the bosom of a tufted thicket, 
B ij 
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Three Saracens, waging unequal fight 
Against one English warrior, I espy'd. 
My boundiog courser bore mc to the spot- 
There Kaimond I beheld, o*erpow'r'd and pron-. 
Lifting this tempered sword, I cleft the arm 
Which, aiming at his heart, had instant pierc*J it- 
He rose with strength renew'd, and we grew vif^ors. 

IVest. Talk not of Koman, *twas a Biitcm^s a6t. 
And well became a Christian warrior. 
Go to Aibina— boldly speak your passion- 
She must, she shall reward thy truth and honour ! 
Tell her, her father doth approve Jiiy suit. 
And speeds thee, with his wishes, to her heart. 

Ediu, For this, O noble Westmoreland ! I tliank thccj 
But vainly Tve assaiPd with wannest vows 
Aibina's heart : .sorrow, like a chill atmosphere. 
The beauteous dame surrounds, quenching each dart- 
Each burning dart of love. 

H^esi, Oh, you've not yet been vcrs'd in women's wa3rf. 
You, who can brave Bellona, when she shakes 
Her iron locks, I warrant, are dismay'd 
At Beauty's frown, and tremble if she sweeps 
Her train in scorn x but you must learn t' overlook 
Ap hundre,d follies — vanity behold 
In evei y shifting form, and yet be pleas'd-^ 
Still patiently admire, or never hope 
To win fantastic woman. 

EdiAj, Oh, such services 
Albina never claimed j yet, if she did. 
Whole years I'd. spend to gratify her taste. 
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Aud would be any thing to please her fantasy— 
But now, to those sweet homages which Jove 
Delights to pay, ia cruel period-s fix'd — 
Within three days, England I quit for Palestine. 

West. 'Tis a short period. It will scarcely serve 
To break a piece of gold, or carve her name, 
With your's entwin*d, on some young willow 'shark. 

Ed<w. Ah, my good Lord, treat not my griefs thus 
For if I leave your daughter, Raimond 's widow, [lightly ! 
I go to certain death — if Edward's bride, 
I will return in triumph to her arms, 
Lay my prgud laurels at Albina's feet. 
And seek no future glory, but her love. 

West, Well, to my daughter I will plead your cause. 
This do I owe the love your father bore me. 

And to the fame your virtues have attained 

Here meet me in an hour, and hope success. 

£^ay. This— this, O Westmoreland ! I dar'd tohopaj 
Yet joy and gratitude, like fires confin'd. 

Struggle within my heart 'for room— for utterance 

My tongue, unus'd to descant on felicity, 
Denies its words — ^yet trust to me— 

West, Nay, keep them 
For purposes more fit 5 words may win ladies. 
But soldiers must be won by deeds ! [Exeunt se<veraUy, 

SCENE IL 



rhe Garden of Ahmn Pi. £«/^r Editha and An^hP.. 

Edi. Why shines the sun thus gaily on the world ? 
Why do the feathei'd habitants of air 
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-With melody, and cheery songs, insult me ? 
Is it to provcthat, 'mongst all Nature's beings, 
I ani the most anblest ? Th' unconscious birds 
Chant songs of gratitude for good possessed j 
I know no good — I feel no gratitude— 
^ An outcast, and undone I 

Ad, Your sorrows, Madam, 
Seem to gain strength with time ! 

Fdi, To griefs like mine. 
Time brings no lenient balm. Each dawning day 
Is a fresh witness of my abjeft state. 
Born, Adela, to an exalted rank. 
Bright pomp attending on my early years, 
And blessings springing round me as I trod— 
—Oh ! thou should*st wonder thit my swelling soul 
Can stoop a moment to this vile dependence— 
—It cam)0t stoop I Misfortune bears upon me. 
But my aspiring mind is unsubduM. 

AiJ, You think too deeply ; sorrows keen as your's 
Are frequent in the page of human life. 

£<ii» 'Tis from our feelings sorrows take their force— 
—And what are mine ? State, fortune, rank, with all 
The joys they bring, torn from my eager grasp— 
—Torn from my grasp, still present to my thoughts j 
Their shadows haunt me wh Ist I bend my knee. 
And humbly take, with thanks, my daily bread ! 
Jid. Alas I you think unjustly of the Countess i 
Still amiable and good, she sooths your griefi. 
And, with unceasing kindness-—^ 
£di. Ha! her kindness? 
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And was I born to bear Albina^'s kindness ? 
Thou, who art left the sole remaining wreck 
Of my lost grandeur, knew'st rae once her equal. 
Her goodness tortu-es me— Earl Sibald*s heir 
Should grant, and not receive j she should proteft. 
Not seek prote^iion. 

Ad, Though now dependent, 
Yet still such blessings do attend your state— 
Edu Thou, Adcla \ to low dependence born, 
Enjoy'st its little comforts j me they torture. 
The height from which I fell, I must reclimb— 
—The tow'ring eagle builds not with the thrush. 
Nor stoops to batten with the lowly ^^n. 

Ad. Why stru^le thus with fate? the noble Countcsa. 
Studies your welfare, ahd deserves your love. 

Edi. Had I ne'er fall'n, and were I not dependent, 
I might perhaps esteefh, nay, I might love her j 
But now '.—hear my whole soul— then think, my Adelat 
How I must love her ! Know that 'tis through Edward,^ 
Through Edward only, I could hope to gain 
The glorious steep from which my fate hath cast me-^ 
But this Albina^she whom I must love, 
Hath caught his sordid vows in nets of gold. 
Ad, Is't possible ? Lord Edward ! 
Edi, Even him. 

Ad, Sure 'twas his father that brought woe on your's I 
He wing'd the ruin that o'erwhelras.your house— 
.^He causM the ills you mourn. 

Edi, Have I forgot it ? 
No-— His stern loyalty made me an orphan. 
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And Edward shall repair my bitter wrongs. 
The only good Editha can accept. 
Is to (rartake his greatness, and his name. — 
—That would be bliss ; all less than that is insult. 

Ad^ Will then Lord Edward — will this bliss be your's? 

Edi. The Countess stands 'twixt me and all my hopes. 
Had fortune smil'd less lavishly on her, 
Edward's whole heart had been resigned to me — 
And I restored to all my native honours. 

Ad. And why not still ? for she, reserved and co!d. 
With unsele8:ing eye, beholds her lovers, 
And Edward sinks unmark'd amidst the crowds 

Edi. So may he still I 
Kaimond scorn Edward! and thou, Edward, know 
Tliat all my native hate is but suspended — 
— My "mind's in equipoise, ready alike 
To hold thee as my lover, or my foe ! 

Ad. The Countess and her father come this way. 

Edi. Ha! then retire unseen. [£*•// Adela.] My low 
May make me deem'dobtruder on their privacy — [estate 
— This bow'r conceals me. lEniers the bvwer. 

EnUr Westmoreland and Albina. 

Alb. Oh, my good lord, urge not your daughter thus 1 
Ne'er be it said oF noble Raimond's widow, 
That she grew sick of vtneeds in one short year. 
And lightly chang'd them for the bridal vest, [hours, 

West. Full fourteen months have led their pensive 
Since the sad obsequies of your dead lord : — 
He was the husband of my choice^ whom yoju 
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In duty took — 

Mb. And will in duty mourn. 

Nay, bad Albina*s heart forgot the virtues, 

Which made her lord so worthy of its love ; 

Yet still she dares nofrelight the laws of custom. 

Nor to licentious tongues give tbemes for slander. 
^^est. Enough to custom, and to grief, thou'stgiv'u. 

"Wilt waste thy blooming youth in widowhood. 

Because some months you bore the name of Wife ? 
Alb, I have not sworn to know no second love. 

To Raimond's racmVy grant another year ; 

And then— in truth, my Lord, you proitpt my tongua 
Beyond discretion's bounds. 

fFgst, Come, come, Albina j 
Though to a lover you might wear this guiic 
Of coy reserve; yet, to a father's eye. 
Your mind should now appear as legible 
As in the days of prattling infancy. 
Raimond deserved the tribute of your tears. 
And you have wept a deluge to his manes. 
Consider now, the brave, the youthful Edwaid— 
The prize for whom contending beauties strive I 
His name ami wealth amongst the first are rank*d. 
And he stands high in royal Hemy's favour. 

Alb, I know his merits, and I know his love } 
Nay, I will own that when my dying Lord 
From Palestina wpote, he gave me charge. 
That if again the holy marriage bonds 
I e'er should wear, that I shoubl chuse — ^beyond 
All others chuse— his friend, the noble Edward^ , 
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But did not bid me hymeneals sing 
Upon his turfless grave. 

ff^ist. Then sing bis dirge. 
And i^ith it join Lord £dward*8, whoil perchance 
Be soon entomb'd— yidim alike of love 
And war. 

Jih. Say you, my Lord ! 

ff^est, I say, my lady. 
That in three days Edward returns to Palestine. 
Our Royal Master hath on him bestow'd 
The levies for the holy war; from which 
He*ll ne'er retOm, save he leaves you his wife. 

M, Can this be true ? — Or do you mean to try 
If in my heart there is not hid more love 
For Edward, than modesty would own ? 

fTest. Truly not: 
Modesty hath not wove so thick a shade 
As to conceal your love. To Holy Land 
He surely goes ; — in triumph to return. 
Or hopeless die — Albina roust decree. 

^Ib, Then coy reserve, and women's arts, adieu I 
Danger tears off the veil— •— 
Oh, spare my burning blushes whilst I own, 
Edward is deai er to Albina's heart 
Than fame or conquest to the beaver*d soldier. 

fTest. Well said, my child ! 

M. When on Lord Raimond you bestow'd my hand. 
E'en then the image of the blooming Edi^'ard 
Made duty — to my heart — an arduous task ; 
But virtue aided my devoted mind. 
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"Whilst Raimond's worth, and manly tenderness. 

Had, I believ'd, converted all my love — 

'Till freedom taught, that virtue had but hid. 

Not rased, the deep impression. 

H^est. Well may my heart be proud of such a daughter I 

Oh, the pure transport ! — the exalted joy! 

By favoring Heaven for parents' minds reserved. 

When in the fiery combat of the passions. 

Their children rise, vi6lorious from the trial ! 

By honour led — by sacred virtue crown'd ! 

To thee I give a child's most glorious meed. 

To thee I give a Father's grateful thanks. 

Alb, Alas I my Lord, you much o'errate a duty. 

In which to fail, were gross — were deadly shame, j 
fFest. The best reward, Albina, now awaits thee 5 

Thy Edward loves thee — loves with fervent truth— 
,— Yield then thy hand, to him who wears thy heart j 
Let me, to-morrow, greet Lord Edward— son ! 

Alb, Oh grant a longer space — a few short days. 
To cheer the sadness from my widow'd brow. 
Lest I insult the blissful marriage feast 
With pensiveness, ill; suited to the day I 

West, Within three days Edward must England quit, 

Must quit the land where Peace and Beauty reign, 

For hostile camps, and scenes of savage war ! 
To-morrow, then, consent to be his bride — 

To-morrow, bless the man thy country honours ! 

A father— 'tis a father asks the boon. 

Alk. Xbe boon my father ask'd, my heart or lips 
Have never yet denied j to-morrow, then — 
—Since you, my Lqrd* command — to-morrow's sun 
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Beholds Lord Raimond^s widow Edward's bride. 

ffest. Then all that's good shine doubly in its beamsl 
Ye passing moments* bear away her sorrows ! 
Ye which approach, come fledg'd with young del^hts. 
—Lead on the dawn that crowns her truth and virtue ; 
Be it distinguish'd in Time's circling ring, 
Mark'd out with blessings and peculiar joys— 
-^The favourM morn that makes Albina happy ! 

iSxeuMt. 
Enter EoiTHA/rww the Bowtr. 

Edu Be it accurst! Oh torture! are my hopes. 
Like airy visions, fled ? The darling hope. 
Which hath enrich'd life's barren scenes, is vanish'd, 
And I awake to horror! mad'ning thought I 
Albina triumphs— and Editha's scorn'd 1 
All that remains of yesterday's gay dream 
Is to behold a haughty rival's bliss— 
At grov'ling distance, see her tow'ring fete, 
And pine away a hated life in envy* 

Enter Albina; 

Albn In tears, Edithal Whenpe such marks pf woe> 
Whilst joy and happiness beam forth on me f 

Edu Wiien I have cause, I too sliall boast of joy. 
And brave the mischiefs of the scorning world . [pa$sion. 

Alb, Hear thert a cause! You know, with ardent 
The noble Edward long hath sought my lov e 
Now know, that, though cpnceal'd, the tender flame 
Within my bosom glow'd ; and that, to-morrow^ 
The holy rites will sanctify our love. 

£di. You, therefore, may rejoice — ^but on Editlia 
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What glonons fortune beams, that she must yield 
Her heart to joy, and dress her face in smiles ? [you > 

Alh. What bliss e'er shone on me, that reached not 
Come, chase aw.ly this ungivailing gloom I 
Albina is your friend j and, in her love, 
Thou shalt find shelter from the world's cold frowns. 

Edi, More hateful is this insolence of goodness, 
More cutting, than contempt. \^A5%de,'\ I thank you, 

madam. 
Well do I know I am your bounty's creature : 
YoTir table feeds me, and your coffers clothe. 
I, who boast ancestry as preat as your's. 
Am now dependent on your charity. 

Alb. And blame you me for this, unjust Ediths ? 
Your ruin'd fortunes often have I mourn'd, 
And sooth'd your sorrows with a sister's kindness. 
Methinks you lack your usual couitesy. 

Edi, Your pardon. Lady !— 
You know I am not fashion'd like my sex j 
I have no sympathy for lovers' feelings j 
Their hopes, their fears, their soft solicitudes. 
Have here no unison— the fire which animates 
My breast is a true flame— 'tis bright Ambition I 

Alh. Ambition was not meant for feeble woman. 
Leave it the botst'rous sex, whose minds capaciou* 
Are aptly fitted to so proud a guest ! 
A sweeter 'province Nature gave to us— 
As a fond parent to its last-bom child, 
Foi* woman she reserv'd her choicest gift> 
And oallM ^ blc»wg— Love 
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EM. Love ! be thou ever stranger to my heart! 
Thee, more than age, oi ugliness, I dread 1 
Who gives thee place, a ruthless serpent bosoms 
To poison her repose, and snare her virtue I 

Thou merciless dost wreck the virgin's fame 

Shadowing all her cheerful morn of life, 
As dreary vapours veil the bright Aurora, 
Folding in dismal gloom the springing day. 
The curse pronouncM on disobedient wroman 
In love is wrapped, infii^led, and fulfiU'd. 

Alb, Oh, 'tis all false I TIjou dost profane the 80ur<» 
From whence our blessings spring. 
The heart untouched by love, is like a lute. 
Whose pow'rs the master never hath call'd forth. 
Or with unskilful finger struck harsh discords j 
Yet touch whh truth the strings, and harmony will floWi^ 
And tones mellifluous enchant the ear. 
Filling with melting music empty space. 
When these effusions of a female heart 
Thou can'st with patience bear— Editha, find me I 

Edi. First will I find Lotd Gondibcrt. 

' What revolutions hath this love accomplishM I 
And shall less power belong to bright ambition ? 
Ambition I thou whose hallow'd flame can live 
Only in minds refin'd from the gross elements 
Of which the herd of human kind are n^de 1 
This deity of fools shall yield to thee. 
I'll straight to Gondibert, whose long- pent passioi^ 
Will, like a torrent, from its mound break foith. 
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Overwhelming its opposcrs : his fierce transports 
With the soft voice of friendship I will meet, 
And guide them to my purpose. 

ACTIL SCENE L 

A Gothic Colonade, Enter GottmBEKT, follinved bjf 
Egbert. 

Egbert. 
K^Y Lord, your sorrows pierce my aged heart 5 
But I entreat you lend an ear to reason ! 

Gon, Reason ! Distraflion ! 

Eff. When you, my Lord, did study in the schools, 
I've heard you much of Reason talk, Philosophy, 
And Virtue — now, when all their force you want. 
You spurn them, with a blind contempt, away. 

Gon, They have no force, no pow'r, beyond the 
schools [preach 'em 

Where they are taught. Dost think the fools who 
E'er felt, like me, the energies of passion. 
Or the keen torture of an hopeless love ? 

Eg. That it is hopeless, is a cause — 

Gon. For madness — Cease, Egbert — thy chilly blood. 
Creeping with torpid motion through thy veins, 
III suits thee for a ccunsellor to me. 
Give me one made of fire ! one whose high mind, 
Superior to the bugbears of his childhood, 
Makes Virtue and Philosophy his servants i 
Nor ttoops to be their slave ! 

cij r- T 
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Eg. Tbijik on the bars, 
Tb' eternal bars, tliat Heav*n batb placM betweea ycH^! 
Tbink-^shc's your sister! 

Gon, Curses on the word I 
It is a viper's «ting — an incantation, 
That conjures up an hundred fiends to rack me. 
Ob I were she not my sister ! — Egbert, Egbert I 
I could turn girl, to think on what I've lost — 
—But two short days before ray brother's marriage, 
I from the war returned ; and the fii-st hour 
She met my ravish'd eyes— was at the altar. 

Eg. It was, in tiutb, my Lord, a trying moment. 

Con. Oh ! should the curtain'd sun, in full rcful- 
Dart through the shadows of the night his beams; [gCQce» 
Not more amaze would seize the minds of mortals. 
Than seiz'd on me when I beheld Albina. 
Oh, my curst fortune I one short week had sav'd me» 
For sure the ardours of my burning love— 
—The pow'rful pleadings of my youth and form- 
Must soon have taught the timid, beauteous maid» 
That Raimond were for Gondibert well chang'd. 

Eg. Your sorrow, then, you virtuously oVcaine ; 
Why should it now break out with strength renewM I 

Gon. Will she not wed again ?— 
I could have borne my life without more bHss 
Than the soft rights which custom gives a brother; 
To sec her ev'ry day — to fix my eyes. 
Whole hours, with doating love, upon her face-t* 
To feast my ears with the bewitching music 
Of her sweet voice— Oh, 'twas a mine of happinets I 
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Eg. It was a snare that might have plung'd ye both 
in irremediable woe I 

Gon, Impossible! 
For I do 8wear> such mast'ry of my passion 
Had I obtainM, to such refinement raisM it. 
Angels with greater purity ne'er lov'd : 
No wish nnhallow'd liv'd within my breast. 
But shall she to another yield her heart — 
Yield her whole self?- 

Earth open first, and swallow me ! or snatch him— 
Oh swift perdition ! — snatch him from his joys ! [sions ! 

Eg, Oh, yield not thus, my Lord, to your wild pas- 
Like calentures, they will mislead your reason. 
With images that no where do exist. 
But in their own false colours. 

Gon, Ke — this Edward, 
As my ill star, doth ever cross my fortune. . 
His headlong valour in the field my hnme 
Obscured 5 and in the tournament at Orieans, 
In th' eye of France, he bore from me the crown : 
And now he tears away the scanty bliss. 
Which, whilst I did possess, I envy'd not 
His trophies, or his fame. 

Eg, Then be reveng'd ! 
Strive to regain the fame of which he robs you— 
Court glory — woo her in the fields of death I 
She^s the fit mistress for your rank and years ! 
Oh, shame ! to waste those days in languid sighs, 
lo which your mighty ancestors obtainM 
Their deathless names, by deeds of hardy valour,— 
c iij 
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In guarding their dear countiy^s predout rights. 

Gon, Albinawcd! No.— 
All arts I'll try ; and, if they foil, thw arm— 
This arm shall drench their marriage-torch in blood I 

Eg. How do rude passions the fair mind destroy, 
BestowM by Heav*n fit>m the alUperfe6t source I 
This Gondibert would once have shrunk from Yice^ 
As- the chaste plant that bears no mortal touch. 
From infanc)rJ*ve watched his springing virtues; 
Seen him beat back misfortunes when they dung. 
Like wary cowards, on each other's skirts j 
And bear, with fortitude, afBi^ion's stripes s 
But now, u&hallowM love the pile destix>ys ; 
And vice will triumph o'er die noble ruin. 
Still must I save him. If one spark of virtue 
Yet hovers in his mind— Oh, grant me, Heaven ! 
To kindle it afresh, and be the flame immortal I [Exiim 

SCENE 11. 



4n Apartment. Edward and Albina Sscavered siu 
timg on a Coucb. 

EAw, [rijing.'\ Blest be the orders which thou decm*sC 
so cruel. 
But for the King's command, more irksome years 
I might have sigh'd, without a gleam of hope. 
Nor known— Oh transport ! I was dear to thee. 
That rapt'rous thought is sure presage of vift'ry— 
—•Twill givQ thy Edward's arm resistless force. 
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And fire his soul with mpre than mortal valour. 

Alb, Ah ! Love, that filPd your breast, whilst doubts 
Did feed its ilAme, already yields to glory, [and fears 
Your eye, by strong imagination fir'd, 
Impatient glances thi*ough the burnislrd field— 
—The clang of arms arouses ev'ry sense — 
The songs of triumph vibrate on your ear 
—Love and Albina are alike foj got. 
And you're again the hero! 

Edfw, Then may cowardice 
Enerve this arm, when with our valiant hosts 
I shall oppose the mockers of our faith ! 
May I forsake, in sight of armed nations, 
The holy cross, and, trembling, plead for mercy. 
If for one moment I forget Albina I 
'Tis o'er thy charms mine eye impatient roves— 
»-Tlic ardours of my love, that you accuse. 

Alb. Will you i' th* battle's confli6l think on me? 
And will you, when seducing glory prompts 
To some advent'rous charge — remember then, 
That 'tis Albina's life which you expose ? 

Ed'w.^O glory ! conquest ! what are ye to this ? 
Yes, I do swear, thou mistress of my fate ! 
Thy bright enchanting image shall with-hold me. 
When a rash enterprise may court, my daring. 
Mine is no common life — to thee united ; 
Mark'd out for bliss extreme, and boundless joy. 
As thine I will preserve. 

Alb» Here is my pifture. 
When the shrill trumpet gives the awful signal- 
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Ere, in the dreadful ardour of the fight. 
Reflection's lost— Oh bind it on your arm ! 
When you do look on*t, think you see its smiles 
To horror turn'dj the cheerful eye bedinim*d 
With ceaseless tears \ its tips repix)aching you 
With deeming lightly of the life engagM 
To her, whose form it bears. 

E(hu. How shall I thank thee 
For this right gift ? It is a talisman 
Which will ]4Ke6t me when hemmM in by dangers. 
And turn aside death's blunted arrows. 

Enter a Female Attendant. 

Att, Lord Gondibert, if it so please you, madam. 
Hath weighty matters for your private ear. £&r«f. 

Edtjo, Lord Gondibert ! 

Alb» He hath a brother's ri^ht ; 
And doth regard me for his brotlier's s^e. 
Indulge us now, ray Lord, with privacy ! 
»Tis the sole day— oh, may the sound delight thee! 
In which thou wilt not claim all embassies to me. 

Edw^ Farewel then, sweet ! forewel, my sweet Al«» 
How dear, how precious, doth the tim* become, [bina I 
Enrich'd with happiness like min? ! To leave thee 
A moment now, seems a lost age in love. [Exit. 

Enter OonDiBEKT, 
Gon, Pardon th' obtruder, madarhi who, unbidden^ 
Breaks on your happy hours i 
dlb. This stern excuse. 
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And that impassion'd air, seem meant for chiding j 
Sacl» looks sit strangely oa a brother*s brow— ^ 
They're most unkind I 

Coiu Smiles, and unruffled looks. 
Become those favoured jouths, who, at the feet 
Of rigid Beauty may— oh ! Raimond, bear with me I 
Fain would I speak to thee with angel's softness. 
But tides of passion bear my wishes down 1 
Alb, Of what would'st speak ? 
Con. Of him. ||» 

Aih. Of whom? Lord Edward? 
Con. Yes, he — ^Edward — ^your Paramour ! 
Alb, How's this ? 
Is this — this rude reproof, from Gondibert ? [brother, 
Qon, From whom then should it, madam, but his 
Whose n\emory you wear so light ? These sables 
111 suit the wanton spirit of your eyes j 
Your air, as ill, the sober guise of widowhood, [lege 
Alb. Surely, my Lord, you stretch a bix)ther's privi- 
Beyond its bounds. Doth Gondibert presume— 
—Doth he Albina dare accuse, in words 
That would befit the loosest of her sex ? \Weepi. 

Con, Would all your passions might thus melt in 
And weep themselves away I The probe of trutii [tears. 
Doth touch you, Lady — you must bear it still. 
The public voice condemns your eager marriage j 
And maidens blush, that she, who lately shone 
The bright, the envied sample of their sex. 
Now sudden, like a panting fawn, o'ersprings 
The fence— that painfully she hath endur'd. 
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Mb, Tears would disgrace me now. Bethink yoa, 
'Tis Raimond's widow whom yoo thus insult— [Sir, 
* ris his— your brother's honour, which you wound 
With these base taunts. I do believe you're false. 
The public voice daiTS not arraign my conduc t 
— Or, if it did — the brother of Lord Raimond 
Should surely punish, not avow their slanders. 

Com, Oh he would trample on the slanderer 
Of Raimond's faithful widow— with his blood— 
—With life itself, defend her name, and honour j 
But the coarse slanders thrown on Edward's wife. 
He can behold unmov'd, and unreveng'd. 

Alb. The wife of Edward needs no other arm j 
He will protect me ; he^s my guard and champion. 

Con. Then arm him ! and in me behold the guard. 
The champion, of dead Raimond's memory— 
— Dishonour'd by your passion. 

Alb, Hal dishonour'd! 
Where's the proud dame, whose glory would not be 
Lord Edward's love ? Is there a fame so bright 
In Henry's court ? His noble birth is vulgar. 
Placed by his nobler qualities. His mind 
Knowledge illumines, and bright virtue loves. 

Gqh, Perish his fame— his virtues I— I abhor him. 

Alb, He who abhors my Edward, must shun me.— - 
Farewel, my Lord ! Henceforward he alone 
Can meet a welcome here, who pays just tribute 
To Edward's worth. [Exit. 

Gon, Oh, stay — Albina, stay I 
Ha, gone ! Curse on my fierce impetuous passions ! 
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"What have I done ? Fve work'd her up tQ hatred— 
In the sole moment that my fate allowed 
To win her from the purpose which undoes me. 
Fool I fool ! were such the arts I had devis'd ? 
Fury, and threats, are ye the wiles of love? 
Oh, 1 have fix'd my fdtel-*-Albina will be Edward's. 
Hold, hold, thou cracking brain !--^ne hope's still left- 
One road's still open, to prevent their marriage. 
Or to escape the woe. V\\ challenge Edward : 
He falls, or I j and which, to me is equaL [Going. 

Enter Editha. 

ES, Thou child of fury I Vidim of blind passions I 
Why challenge Edward ? 

Gon, Why 1 because I hate him. 
My vengeance and my love demand the trial-^— 
Both he must satisfy, or both destroy. 

Edi» Obey their impulse— Be reveng'd and happy ? 
But risk not on a rival's sword thy life. [umph \ 

Gon. Ha 1 how ? — ^what, meanly steal a coward's tri- 
Snatch a vile conquest that my sword might purchase— r 
—Creep, an assassin, on his guardless hours !— 

Edi, Still wilfully, my Lord, you wrest my words. 
No plot upon his life I've form'd — Then hear me ! 
On what pretences can'stthou challenge Edward? 
Wilt thou proclaim thy love for Raimond ? No. 
I*ove so unsan6tion'd starts from human customs^ 
• And from all human laws. Yet still methink? 
Jle should not win the Countess. 

Q(m. Should not! shall not. 
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E£. Widi wbat an insolent content he left her— 
He passM me ! but too full of bliss was he. 
To see an ohje<5t less than his Albina. 
Sudden it struck me — ^now» with how much ease 
This liaughty joy might be transform'd to woe I 
Thy heart now swelling with triumphant passion^ 
A little word, that touchM it with suspicion, 
Would, with a serpent's tooth, its raptures cure, 
^^uspicion, once awaken*d, never sleeps. 

Coji, Suspicion! of Albina! 

Eiii, Yes— suspicion. 
Infuse its poison 1— *twill be balm to thee. 

Gon. Impossible!— 
Resplendent lilies, that in deserts bloom, 
Where man's licentious eye hatli never roam'd. 
Boast less unsullied pureness than her mind. 

Edi. Though to the world she spotless may appear 
As mountain snow, yet can no doubtful tint 
By a suspicious brother be discern'd ? 
Lord Raimond may have trusted Gondibert 
With fears that he kept chary from the world ; 
Or, may not you in some unguarded moment— 
—Admitted by a brother's rights, have caught 
Her frigid virtue melting at the suit 
Of some young Paramour ? 

Gon. Hal 

EM. Your tried honour 
Must stamp the story with the face of truth, 
And fprce convidion on his heart, in spite 
Of all the doubts which passion may^ retain 
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To plead in Beatity's eause. 

Gon. Oh, ye just Powers ! 
What must the passion, what, be the despair 
That prompts noy haughty soul to such mean arts ? 
Deceit ! till now, a stranger to my heart, 

Welcome ! with all thy wiles 

Upon my tongue distil thy subtile poison 
To blister Edward's peace I Yet 'tis not possible j 
One look, one tone of her's, would controvert 
The blackest talcs that malice could suggest, 

£di. Let him but feel the sting of jealousy. 
And every tone, and look, will fix it deeper. 

Con. Should he be wrought to such accurst belief. 
Not he alone, but all mankind would scorn her— 
The antiquated maid, the wife, the hypocrite, 
Whilst the loose wanton hails, with impious joy, 
A sister in Albina. Horrid thought ! 
That form, beheld by the admiring world 
With chaste respe6l — shall it with4oose contempt 
Be gaz'd on ? — shall the angelic mind of her 
My soul adores^ e'er feel the stings, the bitterness 
Of scorn ? 

Eiii. Be it thy prayer, thy hope, thy comfort ! 
Think on the riches cf that bounteous hour 
When Raimond, drooping, sunk beneath the shame 
The world will pour upon her guiltless head— 
—By Edward left — abandoned by her fatlier ; 
The eye of nature, virtue, friendship, shut j 
In thee alone, she finds respeft and love ! 
Beholds thee weep her woes, and share her anguish- 
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— Accomplish this, and thank thy Hb'ral stars I 

Gon* Oh, ^twere a boundless luxury of bliss I 
I'd steal her sorrows, rob her of her griefs, 
And give her, in exchange, soft peace and love* 
Yet, oh I it cannot be — me she'd regard 
With a cold sister's brow, 

£<//. Lovers, 'tis said. 
Have wgles' sight, that can interpret glances, . 
And thp soft language of a blush explain ; 
But eyes and blushes speak in vaift to you— 
Or you have read them backwards. 
• Gon, Ha I what say'st thou ? 
Lead not, I charge thee, to such dang'rous heights ! 
Yet tell me 

£Ji. Tell thee l Strange, that Gondibert, 
He who can penetrate the veil of policy, 
Peteil the sophist's arts, and trace the chain 
Whose hidden links controul the will of man. 
That he should need.be told, what not to know 
Argues gross blindness, or determin'd error! 

Goff, Blindness to what ? £;ditha, speak. — Explain) 

Edi. Recall then to your mind the marriage months 
Of the deceased Lord, Did no complaint. 
No word ambiguous, e'er escape his lips, 
Reflecting on the coldness of Albina? 

Gon. Her coldness i— Ha !— What then i 

Edi, Nay, answer me. 
Can you remember ? 

Gon, Yes, I've ne'er forgot, 
Tli^t, as he feasted once my greedy eajr 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



JIB 11. ALBINA, 39 

With praises of bis bride, be sudden stopp*d> 
And with a sigh— a sigh which seem'd V escape 
From hidden stores, exclaim'd — ** Yet, Gondibert, 
AH good and beauteous as she is, not yet 
Have I inspii *d her icy heart with love." 

Edu Then hear! She is not ice. Alblna^s bosom 
Glows with all rtature*s sympathetic fire. 
Know too, that when a wife untouched appears 
By a fond hu$band*s tender, anxious love, 
•Tis not because she's form'd of flint or snow. 
Albina's heart was to her husband cold. 
Because some happier youth engrossM its fire. 
Some' happy youth, unconscious of his fate. 
The Countess lov'd, and thou — ^yes, thou wert he. 

Gon, Then I am most accurst I It cannot be! 
Albina Ibv'd not me— or, if she did. 
Tell me, perfidious woman !— cruel ! tell me. 
Why did'st 'till now conceifl the glorious secret ? 
Why now reveal it ? 
' Edi, To confirm your purpose. 
Compassion to your sorrows hatli impejl'd me 
Now to reveal a confidence reposM — 
—No, not rcpos'd ; to chance I owe the tale^ 

Gon, Editha ! thou hast caught my listening soul— 
—Her faculties, her every sense, she crowds 
To one 5 I am all ear. 

Edi. OppressM with cares. 
As once upon a couch I had reclinM, 
To woo a short repose, Albina enter'd. 
Tender her look, deep thought was in her eye. 
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Which pensivdy upon the vacant air 

She fix*d — thcB tuinM it eager on the portrait. 

Where you, a Mars, the living canvas shews ; 

And for a while, with ardent gaze, surveyed it 

Saying, " Had I the pencil held, that helmet 

Had been Love's chaplet j and the uncouth armour 

Upon those graceful limbs, bright Hymen's flow'ry 

I started — she espied me 5 and overcome £robe." 

With shame, and sinking e'en to earth with fear. 

Conjured me, by the love I bore her fame, 

"By all the sacred honour of our sex, 

Ne'er to divulge — ne'er whisper to ray heart. 

The fatal secret, which through chance was mine. 

Gon. It is enough — she loves — Albina loves ! 
The truth divine swift rushes on my heart. 
And all its pow'rs confess the rapt'rous guest. 
Thousand sweet tokens now afresh start up. 
Darting like hidden sun-beams on my mind, 
And make it drunk with bliss. But Edward — Edward! 
Blind fool! to feast on shadows — dream of happiness, 
Whilst one niore daring boldly asks the substance. 
And bears it from my arms — my hopes, for ever ! 

E£, Trust me, my Lord, if you can thwart their 
marriage. 
She will again return with height'ned ardour 
To her first love j and with sweet chidings meet 
The tardy vows, that gave another leave 
To ask the heart she'd fain have giv'n to thee. 

Gon* Oh, 'tis a bribe would tempt niy soul to earth, 
f f at the gates of paradise ! Thou phantom. 
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Honour! hide thy stern head^ Conscience ! go sleep 5 
•Till sated love shall give thee leave to prate 5 
Then will I hear thee — wail in a friar's cowl 
The precioiw sin, and think monastic rigours 
Too slight — too poor a penance for my joys. 

ES» To 'scape suspicion's prying eyes, we'll part. 
When night's kind shades shall wrap all mortal things 
In doubtful semblance, meet me in the garden ; 
There Edward you shall see, and frame his mind 
To such convi6Vion as I mean to give it. 

Gon. Commands like mystic oracles you give. 
Hiding in doubtful words a glorious fate. 
To thee, sweet Priestess ! I resign my faithy 
Nor dare, beyond what you reveal, enquire. 
Ye hours ! wear wings, 'till we shall meet again. [Exit* 

Edi. So! 

To mould the frenzy of despairing love. 

Is no less easy than to wind the jealous. 

Oh, that man— • 

A being form'd, as if in nature's vanity. 

To shew how great, how exquisite her skill. 

Should be the slave of such an abje6l passion ! 

To a roei-e humour those vast pow'rs should yield. 

By which he grasps creation's mighty scheme, 

And emulates Omniscience. 



P 1^ 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



4* ALBINA. AB IIL 

ACT III. SCENE I. 



Tbi Gar Jen, £ D IT H a seated. 

Editba. 
Lord Gondibert, mcthinks, is slow. Tbcsun 
Darts his last beams from the embroiderM West, 
Pale twilight leads the pensive evening on, 
And he's not yet arrivM ! Oh ! did he feel 
The keener jealousies ambition gives, 
He would outstrip a bridegroom in his haste, 
And think each moment stretch'd into a day. 
That lent not physic to his bosom'd grief. {Rising, 
—A step advances ! — this must sure be he. 
O Fortune I shield me in th' approaching confli5t ! 
My fate is busy; and presiding spirits 
Now weave the history of my future life. 
Whatever th' events, I have a mind to meet them. 
Fearless I trust my bark, at once to sink. 
Or ride triumphant through the coming storm, 

£«/^r Egbert. 

Eg. Pardon me, Lady, if I have disturbed. 
With step unwished, your evening meditations^ 
But sure I may, without offence to Heaven, 
Draw down your pious thoughts to earth awhile, 
To minister to vii tue. 

Edi, Egbert ! be brief. 

%. My tale, alas ! is ting'd with shame and soitow j 
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Sorrow, that I must yield up him to shame> 
"Whom to behold on Glory's pinnacle, 
All that remains to me of health and life 
I'd freely spare. I pray you now* conduct me 
Straight to Lord Edward, and the beauteous Countess, 

Edi, Lord Edward, and the Countess ! Ha ! say- 
wherefore ? 

Eg, A story to divulge, that in their ears 
Alone should be rcpos'd, 

Edi, Methinks your errand 
"Wears a suspicious face^ surely its purport 
With me maybe entrusted. 

Eg. Lady, I know 
You have been long the Countess*s try^'d friend. 
And that no secret in her breast she locks 
From you. This then to you shall be disclosed, > 
Though of much we ight, and must be chary kept. 

Edi, Pr'ythee be quick.— 

Eg. Lord Gondibert, not beaming to beliold 
The much-lov;d widow of his noble brother 
So soon forget his death, and light again 
The nuptial torch — discord resolves to shed 
Betwixt Lord Edward and his promised bride j 
And to this purpose hath fram'd tales that— 

EM, Ha! 

Eg. Start not, nor blame too deeply, gentle lady. 
This first, this only error of his life! 
When time hath brushM away the mists of passion. 
He'll then rejoice we've sav'd him from an aft 
Which all his future days would mark with horror. 
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Edi. With this de:»iga did Gondibert trust you ? 

Eg. Not with the circumstance he means to urge : 
I from disjointed converse drew his purpose. 
Ere morning dawns he hopes to disunite 
The noble pair. 

Edi* Sol — this is then your errand ? 

Eg, This is my errand ; to preserve their hearts 
From fierce distraftion's pangs, when they hear things 
That else might shake their faith. 

EdL 'Tis well, old man ! 
I will acquaint the Countess with your message. 
And bring you, here, her orders. [£*f/. 

Eg, Gracious Heaven I 
Pardon, if I do break my faith to him. 
Whom I am bound to serve ! I sei-ve him now. 
I drag him from a deep abyss of guilt, 
Which all his future days, in deep remorse. 
And a6ls of virtue spent, would hardly purify. 
Repentance calls not back the deed it mourns j 
And years of penitence will not rase out 
The marks that sin hath graved. 

Enter Editha, wtb Servants. 

Edi, Seize that old traitor, 
And instant in the deepest dungeon plunge him. 
The Countess orders this. 

Eg, Horror I For me ? 

Edi, For thee ; who falsely hast defam'd thy patron. 
And stain'd the honour of Lord Condibert. 
Away! nor listen to bis prayers. 
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Eg, Oh, Lady, 
Be not so cruel to my hoary years! 
Egbert did never cast a stain— 

Edi, 'Tisfalsej 
For thou, with rude and most unseemly speech. 
Didst paraphrase upon the deeds of him 
Whose errors should by thee be cloak'd, and screened 
From mortal eyes. Why stand ye loitVing thus ? 
'Tis from your mistress these commands 1 bring— 
If you obey them not, 'tis at your peril. 

Eg, Oh ! hear me ! hear for the sake of him I— 

[Tbej drag him qff^ 

Edi, When fools, Jike you, will prate, ye must be 
Lest ye should babble to the gaping world [cag'd j 
Of things ye have not pow'rs to comprehend. 
To chuse that dotard for a confidant I 
Better have told the story at the mart. 
Or to the mummers, who infest our halls 5 
To be by them persdnify'd, on eves 
And holidays. Of his imprisonment 
His Lord must not be told. Should he survive 
These days of ti ouble, he shall be released 5 
Mean tine he'll learn discretion. [Exit, 

SCENE IL 



Another part of the Garden, Enter Egbbrt and 

Servants. 
Eg, Oh, wonder not that I should move thus slow 
Toward so sad an home 1 — If I might plead— 
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Ser4 Master, fear nought 1 thou sh^t taste sleep to- 
night 
More sweet than her's — not in a loathsome dungeon, 
But in repose, upon thy downy couch. 

£g. I thank thee j this is kind and christianly. 
I fear'd you too were leagued fcr my destruftion. 

Ser, Didst thou then think I had forgot the hour, 
In which from my poor infant eyes you wipM 
The streaming tears-^cherishM my grief-swoln heart. 
And plac'd me in Earl Raimond's family — 
Wherein to youth and manhood I have grown ? 
Thou, then, wert my preserver — nojw, I'm thine. 

Eg, In truth, surprise and terror so dismay'd me, 
I knew you not 5 now that I do, I bless you. 

SfT, Such orders from the Countess ne'er were givenj 
But proud Editha*s power made it unsafe 
To thwart her. In that grotto thou may'st bide 
Till th' evening grows more dark — then use tlii^keyj 
It leads you to the grove. Farewd, good Egbert! 

[£jwV. 

Eg. Farewel, my friend ! — to-morrow, better thanks 
I will present thee — Heaven ! 'twas not thy will. 
That I should basely perish in ray duty. 
Forgive me, that my confidence did fail. 
And, fora moment, gave metodespair! [Enters the grotto. 

SCENE in. 
Enter GonDiBEKT and Edith a. 
Gon, It is beyond my hopes ! 'tis a design. 
Which sure some pitying spirit did inspire* 
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Who, once enrob'd iuflesb, felt passion's sting — 
And, sympathetic still to human sorrows, 
Besjtow'd the vision on thy quickening brain ! 
But how requite thee for thy genVous aid ? 
For me thy fame, thy welfare, thou dost hazard. 

EdL To your great brother I indebted stand. 
That I have now existence. — 'Tis but just. 
That I should liskfor you the welfare hebe tow'd. 

Con. But where is he — this Edward — who hath thrust 
•Twixt nie and my felicity his claim ? 
Though now thou'rt perchM upon the giddy whcej. 
And thank*st thy fate for such a glorious stand, 
Edward, beware! for I will have thee down. 
Though tbou dost crush me in thy fall 1 Where is he ? 

Edl, With Raimond 5 rioting, perchance, his fancy 
On the bright prospedt of to-morrow*s blessings. 

Con, Ne'er shall that morrow come-— or, if it doth, 
The coursing sun, that lights them to the altar, 
Shall finish his diurnal round in blood. [proof. 

Edi. Try bloodless means-^give circumstance and 

Gon, Aye, stunning proof 5 such as would shake a 
faith 
Grav'd on the heart, ere its first pulses beat* 
No tale, though varnish'd with the deepest skill, 
J4o circumstance, though guided by the hand 
Of art, can shade, or for a moment throw 
The slightest qloud on Countess Raimond's fame. 
But demonstration— demonstration, speaking 
To Vis gross sense 1 that, Edward ! that, shall force the^ 
To curse th« paragon of Nature's works, 
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And yield her to thy raptur'd rivars arms. 

£dt. Yet tale and circumstance will have their weight j 
They'll mould his mind for the broad proof 5 which else> 
Like arrows striking 'gainst a marble rock. 
Will shiver, or rebound. I go to watch 
When he retires, and to direft him hither. 
Be sure you mark each motion of his heart j 
Catch ev'ry passion on a barbed hook. 
And torture him, 'till he, witli agony. 
Shall hate her!— - 

Con, The fierce transports of his rage 
May prompt him on the instant to accuse her. 

Edi» Tocountcraft his transports be my caic. 
This laboring head, my Lord ! hath not so fram'd 
The close design, for blund'ring chance to mar. 
May we depend upon your servants faith ? 

Con* They are devoted to my will. 

Edi. Enough! 
The dress prepared you'll find within ray closet ; 
The antichamber enter, at the signal. 
And instantly the private stairs descend— 
—The rest, kind fortune to our wishes gyide » [£«V. 

Goff. painful the race I but Raimond is the prize 1 
Ye Beings ! who, superior to humanity. 
Behold, with supercilious eye, our slidings 5 
Oh, blame not me, thus tempted, if I yield. 
Not Man, but thriftless Nature, be accused. 
Who to seduftions left our minds a prey— 
—Nay more, who doth herself ensnare us j 
Hath hUng us roum) with senses exquisite^ 
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Hath planted in our hearts resistless passiontt 

The first to weaken, and the last to war 

On poor, defenceless, naked virtue ! 

How dark the night ! The moon hath hid her head* 

As scorning with her lucid beams to gild 

This murky business. Through umbrageous trees 

The whistling Eurus speaks in hollow murmurs \ 

And dismal fancy, in yon shadowy ailes. 

Might conjure up an hundred phantoms. 

How strong th' iippression of otir dawning years f 

The tales of sprites and goblins, that did awe 

My infancy, all rush upon my mind. 

And, spite of haughty reasbni make it shrinks 

Who is't ajJproaches \ 

Enter EdwarcI^ 

Ed<w, Edward I 

Con, Gondibertl 

Edw. What means this tumtiiohi; at so late ait hour^ 
i sought you here-^sent by the fair Editha, 
For the relation of important secrets. 
Which to my private ear you mean f intrutt^ 

Gon. Could I intrust them, Edward> to your ear^ 
Without the poison of the words I utter 
Distilling to your heart, I wotild with boldness 
^peak them. 

Edw, Surely a tale thud guarded^ and hemmM in 
With words so circumspect, must have much weight f 
But heavy matters suit not feath'ry hours } 
My loul, now banqueting on its felicity. 
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And all her fKultiet absorbed in bliss. 

Looks down (rem an exalted height, and scorns 

So low a thought as care— Farewel, my Lord I 

You'll be our guest to-morrow — welcome guest. 

Upon the happiest mom old Time e'er brought 

To supplicating man. lOa/ig* 

Gon. I charge thee, stay— thou arrogant of bliss. 
My tale, perhaps, may end in guest forbidding. 
In the postponing th* hymeneal feast. 

Edwi, Say'st thou ! postponing th* hymeneal feast ? 
By Heav*n, in the wide circle of events 
That possibility may teem with, one 
Shall not be found, to make me for a day 
Suspend the bliss of calling Raimondmine! 

Gon^ Blind and presumptuous !— 
The passing air hath borne auay thy vow. 
And in its track thy recantation follows. 
Edward I Albina never can be thine. 
Amazement sits upon thy brow : I swear 
That, had the Countess kept her single state. 
My ever-cautious tongue had ne'er divulged 
What it must now reveal-r-But on the edge 
Of sudden ruin, Edward I I behold thee. 
And now extend my arm to snatch tl^ee from it. 

Ediv. Thy words have form'd a chaos in my soul j 
Something there lurks beneath their doubtful phrase, 
I dread U> hear— >ye^ ask th^ tp unlold. 

Goa. Then steel your mind, to bear the story's bofror. 
Call up your fprtitude-^ ^ , v 

£dw. Thou tortur'st me*-speak it I 
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GoH. The widow of my brother— is a woman — 
Mere woman — weak woman ;— of mould so tender. 
It can't resist a lovei's melting plea— 
Nor bear so harsh a charge as cruelty. 

Edw, Do I not know that slle is tender ? Soft 
As dreams of cradled infancy, or note 
Of Philomel— whose music, in the ear 
Of the benighted traveller, makee beams 
Of roseate mom unwelcome to his eye ? 
Why then to me mysteriously descant 
Upon her gentleness ? 

Gon, 'Cause more than thee 
Her gentleness with healing pity views j 
And to benighted lovers makes the beams 
Of roseate mom unwelcome. 

Ediv, Villain, thou liest ! [Dranjoing, 

Gon, Come, come, this female rage ill suits a soldier. 

£dw» It suits thy blasphemy, base coward 1 

Goft, Coward I 
Edward, thou darcst not, shalt not, think me coward. 

£div. Then guard thee, or I'll write it in thy heart I 

Gon. Hal come on then, plunge in thy weapon deep j 
Be sure take heed thou dost not miss the spot. 
Where ill-]udg'd friendship, in that heart, for Edward, 
Transformed him into Gondibert's assassin. 

£d'W, Oh ! 

Gon. Shrink not j appease your anger with my blood i 
Theil to Albina boast of having slain 
The man who had unveil'd her to your eyes. 
She'll fawn upon thee — cozen thee— and gull thee, 
BiJ 
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With the fond vows that have in other cars 
Slied their sweet poison. 

Ednx;, Should "my father's spirit 
From heav'n descend, t* Ibet thee in this tale, 
I*d swear it ly'd. 

Con, Nay then, I crave yonr pardon I 
Think it rank ftdsehoodrrrpliantom of my brain } 
Jlaimond was guil*d when be believ-d her naught. 
Good-night, my Lord. [Goin^. 

Edwy Hold ! O stay, Gondibert ! 
Why, what a frame is mine to shake thus 1 Raimcmd 
Pidst say ? 

Gon. Yes— ^Raimond. But I see too well 
You can't support it. Pr*ythee ask no more, 

EdiAj. Nay, but I will ask, though each word you utter 
Steals like a chilly poison tbrough niy veins. 
And binds my blood in frost. Say, did your brother— 
Oh, answer — answer me 1-.-I cannot speak it. 

Gon. He did ; my brother oft hath call'd her — ^waatoiiy 
And, in the anguish of his soul, hath curs'd her. 
The Roman JuHa, he would say, to her 
Was "chaste, whose loose desires—- 

Eti'w. Now thou dost lie. 
By Heaven, such purity was never dressM 
In frail mortality ! Her gover|\'d passion^ 
Are the soft zephyrs of a vernal morn, 
iThat breathe their perfume on the blushing rose. 

Gon. The zephyrs of a vernal morn may swell 
To hurricanes — Such undisceming tumults 
Jler passions know-^This piece of pure mortality! 

Digitized by LjOOQ 16 



JSllI ALB1NA« f3 

E(hv. DraW) villain !— - 
Or I will plunge my dagger in thy throat. 
And bear thy lying tongue upon its poiuf • 

Enter Editha. 

EJi. What horrid noise breaks through the sober 
Shield me ! — A naked sword ! [i>ight ? 

Gon, You will not fight 
Before a Lady, Sir ?— P th' morning meet roc- 
Meet me, before the hour the priest expels thee j 
That, at the altar, when thouUt eager join 
Thy chiding bride, thou may'st atonement make j 
And, with the marriage-ring, present the heart— 
His bleeding heart, who, with ungentle truths. 
To rob her of her husband— vainly strove. l£xit» 

Eihu. Perdition catch thy breath !— — 
Knew you, Editha, when you sent me hkber. 
The purport of that villain's tale ? 

EdL Your looks 
Affright me so, my Lord ! Pray sheathe yoBr dag^r! 
Fain, fain would 1 escape this dreadful task ! 
My duty tathe Countess binds my tongue- 
Excuse me then, my Lord. 

Ednu. I charge thee speak! 
By all the friendship which I bear to thee. 
By thy own high regard to truth and honour, 
I charge thee, spare me not — tell all, tell all { 

Edt, Then I confess me privy to tlie counsel 
Which Gondibert, to you, designM to ofier $ 
And for your hoBonr t'were, that you shouldrheed it* 
£ iij 
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£dw. Again thou bring^st me bacV to all my honxr* 
post thou say this, Editha ? thou, who know^st 
£ach secret winding of her heart I 

£di. I do 
And what I*ve said, 1*11 back with proof* 

£Jw. What proof? 

£^*. That if you wed her, you will be undone | 
That you will ©nly share Albina's love. 
Unfair she deems it, having sov'reign beauty. 
To scant its blessing to a single object ; 
Like the universal sun, she sheds her glories- 
Beaming impartially on all mankind. [women^ 

E^hv. yile slanderer! yet hold. There have been 
Whose bosoms i^fich lic^n^ious hell have bum*d | 
But tliese were monstrous, and of adUons horrible * 
These did not wear the hallowM looks of virtue — 
The souj of chasteness brcath'd not in their word«j 
Were Rairaond,, then, like those » 

Edi, Ha, my good Lord ! 
You jcnow not our decf:itf ul, 4ang*rou^ se^ I 
Those minds imbued by vice, with deepest stains. 
Are often mask'd in forms almosf divine^— 
peckM foith in words, andlook$, that Virtlie's self 
^li^ht ciiallenge for her own. Suph 19 iybioa $ 
§uc(i did A114na to her LorcJ appear : 
What cause, save that, sent him to Palestine H 
>Vhy went he there, for honourable death, 
^ut that her faults did surfeit him of life ? 

£dw. If this is trutli. Oh, truth, be thou accurst !-« 
F?f??}-?^'^ ?®°* ??P^T^?^«it J wrap ip^ again 
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In thick impervious folds ! Thou busy wretch ! 
Why rouse me from a lethargy of bliss ? 
Yet I'll have truth— if thou hast proof, present it \ 
If not, fly swifter than the lightning's fork, 
Lest, like the lightning, I transfix thee ! Oh no. 
Swear thou art false. 111 twist thee round my heart- 
strings. 

Edt. I will abide the proof. Know that a youth. 
Of birth obscure— in mien, a bright Adonis, 
Hath long possess^ Albina*s secret hours— 
—That these last hours, she will devote to him. 
And in her chamber you shall see him lodg*d. 
When she retires to Test. 

Echx), Nay, now thou weigh'st me down. Oh ! oh !— 

Edi, If it overcomes you thus, my Lord, go home. 

Ed<w, Home ! I'll go howl in deserts with the wolves. 
Forsake society, curse huinan kind. 
But chiefly woman. 

Edi. Nay, come with me, my Lord, 
I'll le'ad you to the hall, where you'll observe 
The doings of our house. 

£</w. Thou art a fiend. 
And tempting me to helh 

Edx> Nay then— 

Ednji}, Oh, pardon me! 
Condud me to my woe. \Ex$unt. 

Enter Egbert, 
Eg. Go, sen^less lamb, 
tixi^ meet the sanguine koife. Ob^ merpfm 
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And is^t a woman I have seen ? Woman ! 
On whom thou bast bestowM Nature s best feelingSy 
Wi^h nerves of finest tone> to catch each woe. 
And strike it on the heart ! Oh, I'm asham*d 
That I stand kindred, in creation^s scale. 
With such a being I Haply am I witness 
To the base league. Now in the toils, Editha, 
Which thou didst spread for me, thyself art fallen. 
Thus Heaven doth punish with our own a6ls. 
And makes our crimes our woe. 

SCENE IF. 

A Hally ivlth a Stair-case^ and Gallery, Enter 
Edward and 'Editha from the Garden, 

Edi, Stand here, my Lord. The hour is now arrived 
In which the Countess usually retires. 
Yet, oh, be patient ! and I pray behold 
With fortitude this sample of her faith. 
Which I, alas ! unwillingly disclose. [£>//• 

Ediv, Now Heaven! — I cannot pray— my sinking 
heart 
Scarce yields me life to breathe 5 and dizzy images 
Before my eyes swim in imperfeft shape. — 
•—She comes !— 

Behold her, Slander ! — ^and withdraw thy shaft. 
Her chastity is evident as truth ; 
It glows, it animates each speaking line 
Of her enchanting. face,— — 
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Enter Albina, Edith a, and Attendants. 
Bdi. Shall I attend you, Madam, to your chamber ? 
Alb, Not now, Editha, for you need repose. 
Your pensive mind hath suffei 'd much since morn. 
From the sad image of long past afiiiftions : 
forget thein now, and may sweet sleep attend you ! 
£Aibinatfjf//w/i ibe Jtairs, and enters ber apartment. 

[£;fi/ Editha, 

' Ediu. There's the riph temple that conceals my love ; 
Jf she be naught, Nature's in league with Vice, 
And pour'd on Raimond such a waste of cliarms, 
To draw from sainted Virtue her disciples. 

[^Attendants leave tbe apartment^ 
Silence prevails— 

Oh, on this spot I will with patience count 
The lagging moments of the night, to^triumph 
In the sure failure of their promised proof 1 
Ha ! — hark ! raethought there was a noise, Alas I 
The crcking death-watch, or the passing air. 
Hath now a sound to freeze me.— -— [/f pause, ^^-"^ 

pONDiBtRT enters at one end pf the Gallery % and gc§s 
into tbe Cbambfr. 

Ha! stay, villain J stay I 

Editha enters, and fiings berself btfore tbe Stairs, 
Bdi, Ah> cease ! cease, my Lord — ^you will undo me I 
Edw, I am undone— but I will drag the yillain-iry 
X'U tear him from her arms* 



Digitized 



I by Google 



5' JU.BINA. Aa IF. 

Enttr Servants o/Gondibert. 
£<&'. Help me— 'assist ine I 
Oh 1 drag him from the spot. Nay, go, my Lord! 
Why wilt inhumanly destroy Edicha ? 

[Tbey force bim off, EditJia/o/ZwMwjj. 
*Ti8 finished I. 
The li<m's caught, and stru^les in his toils, in vain. 

ACT IK SCENE I. 



An Apartmemt in Westmoreland's FiAace, Enter a 
Steward, ivitb Servants, 

Steward. 
Haste to Paul's Cross, and be you sure, at seven. 
The fountain spouts with wine— spouts in full sti^ams. 
As copious as the noble donor's bounty. 
Observe, when weak, or aged folk you see, 
PressM by the bcMst'rous multitude, assist themt 
And let not sturdy ones take double shares. 

i5t Ser. I will be mindful. [Exit. 

Stew. You, Edric, for the populace, take care 
The ox hath been well fed. Let not the poor 
Dine on poor food, for a remembering token 
Of this most happy day. 

%d Ser. I'll chuse the best. [Exit. 

Strw. Have the old penaoncrs received their raiment ? 

%d Ser. Marry they have, and with o'eiflowlng hearts. 
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Strw. 'Tis thus our noble mi&ttr doth rejoice 1 
Whatc'cr brings joy or happiness to him, 
Is pledge of joy to all within his reach. 
Were his la^ids bounded only by the seas 
That girt our isle, he hath a heart as wide. 
See, he approaches \ with a face as gladsome. 
As though he had redeemed from glutton Time 
His own blest nuptial mom. 

Enter Westmoreland. 

West. Come, come 5 no mirth. 
No bustling with ye ? Are the cooks all busy ? 
Is the hall trimmM, and ready for the guests ? 

Stenu. All's as you wish, my Lord. 

West. Then all will feel content this happy mom. 
And the dqefted eye of sorrow 
Be rais'd, with sparkling gratitude, to Heaven. 
But Where's thy joy ? Thou art as old and grey 
As if this only was a common morn. 
Is't not Albina's wedding-day? Cast off 
Thy age, and be a boy! Not sportive y«uth 
Shall go beyond old Westmoreland to-day 
In all the rounds of gay festivity. [Lord, 

Stenu, My heart doth take its part, my honoured 
In all the happiness that beams around you. 
Behold the sovereign of the feast — Lord Edward ! 

lExit. 
Eft^er BnwAKD. 

West, Hail to my son ! Hail to this chosen mom— 
This mom of bliss ! These are a bridegroom's hours : 
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— Tboa wttnC^ impatient of the lazy clock. 

EdiK. Sorrow^ like joy, is impatient of the hours. 
And presses forward to untasted time. 

West, Who talks o^ sorrow on a bridal mom ? 
Voar tones, methinks, ill suit the occasion. 

Ed-w, Tbey suit too wdl the tenor of my mind ! 
Edwardj alas I tkou seest no happy brid^room^ 
With ardoar waiting, and impatient joy. 
To hail his blushing bride— but a sad wretchi 
Who hates the day, for breaking on his woci 
And longs for endless night. 

West, Surely my joy 
Hath been too powerful fdr my frail ^Ige; 
Thy words do strike mine ear j bat reason 
Her faculty with-holds, nor shews their import. 

Ediu, Oh, look not thus 1 My tale will rive diy hearts 

West, Albina!-^my child 1 

Ed^vo, Dread the worst ; 
That when the worst doth come^ yott may support 
Its horror! 

West, Speak quickly— Is my chHd well ? 

Edia, She is. 

West, Then what keen stroke hath Heaven in store? 
.Through her alone I can afiii^ion know— 
If she be well, what ill can light on me } 

Edw, Oh!— 

West, I pr'ythee speak — ^what labours in thy breast ? 

Edfw. A deadly poison 1 I can hold no longeiv* 
Last night«-oh, last night !—> 

West, Ha ! what of last niglit ? [Impatiiwtlji 
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Ed'Vo^ Memory I thou'ft a scorpion* 'to forget ! 
*Twere easier to blot oiit the Iforrid'^t crimes* 
The wrath of Heav*n's by penitence appcas'd. 
But what, O memory I can rase front thee 
The ills that thou hast registered ? Albina! 
My heart its vital stream should yield, to expiate 
Thy guilt. 

iFist. Guilt ! Dost thou join her name with guilt ? 

Ediv. Yes J with most foul dishonour---blackest 
guilt! [stainMher^ 

West. Thou, then, art he**the villain who hast 
And, by the Cross, thou shalt repair her shame j 
Wed her this day — make her this h6ur thy wife. 
And then I'll poniard thee, for having dared 
Think lewdly of her. 

Edw. Thy i-age I do respe6): 5 
And, whilst my heart with agony is torn, 
I pity thcc. Unhappy Westmoreland ! 
Albina had been chaste as cloistered saints, 
Had all, like me, believed her honour sacred. [her ? 

West. What! with another — another! Dost accuse 

Ednv. I do! — ^Last night— oh 1 — I williind the villain^ 
If earth doth not conceal him in her womb. 
Or Heav'n work miracles to save him— - 

West. He is already found. Thy thin-drawn vX% 
Leave thee exposed, in alt thy native guilt : 
Thou'st ta'en advantage of relying Love- 
r—On one base hazard staked a boundless treasui^. 
And now art bankrupt, both of bliss and honour* 
This wretch art thou, or a most foul defuner I 
t 
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EJwn This rude, ii^cmp'iltte anger will not bsal 
Thy daughter's shame. * I tell thee, thou fierce Locdt 
These eyes beheld him hous'd, within her chamber. 
At th* hour when virtue aad suspicion sleepj. 
And lewdness riots in the mask of night. 

IFest. Whom, say'st thou, thou beheld*st? 

Ed'w, I knew him not. 
Wrapt in night's sooty liv'ry, like hot Tfi-qoia 
To the £ur Roman's bed, he softly stoie-t- 
But, oh 1 he was not greeted like a ravisher. 

IFist. Cease 1 cease thy impious, thy licentious tofigoc I 
Its venom thou shalt purify. Nay, marie me 1 
Tho' thou hast been deceived } 9XkA tho% to guile ^bee. 
Each art that wickedness could frame, were pniftis'di 
On thee alone my chastisement should fall. 
Thou should'st have questioned &v^ry testifttony 9 
Doubted each sense j and, though they aU oombin*^*: 
Contemn'd them all — ere thou bad'st daitad to cast 
On chastity tlie stains, that, once in£x'd, 
Are never purg'd away. 

Thou art the slandVer of my widow'd da^btor $ 
Her husband dead, her f^her is her champioa-*- 
I dare thee to the field— 

Ed<w. And I refuse 
Th3( daring challenge^ weak, yet good, old EarH 
What 1 prove Albina in the face oF day 
A wanton ? Her, on whose pi|re chastity. 
Within, a (ew aliort hours, I )Hrould have stak'd 
My everlasting weal I Qh, t^ou fallen angel I 
I'll mourn th)rfiuih, but jm my heart *cifi buried* 
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F«f/. All thif might coEcn a fond Yemale^s anger \ 
£ttt> £dward 1 I am Westmoreland t 
In our long line of noble ancestrfy 
Not one base a£t e*er spotted the fair name> 
Or slander dared to breathe on^t 1 
Unsullied I receivM the glorious hcritancc. 
And \fill, uirtamish'd, bear it through the wm-ld. 
Thou hastdcfam'd my child— her who will bear 
The name, and princely fortunes, of our house— 
Thy bloMi must do away the damning stain ! 

Edfw^ Would^st thou oppese thy waning life to mine? 
Thou dost forget, old Lord ! 1k>w many winters 
Have left their hoary fleeces on thy head, 
Since thou wert a flt mafch for one, who boasts 
Th* unslacken'd nerves of you^h. 

We$t^ Thy vaunted strength 
I do despise. WaS e'er the nerved arm 
Of yomth triumphant on the side of falsehood ? 
Tfab withered arm, in my Albina*s caus?. 
Shall cover with disgrace the budding laurels 
That scarcely yet are fitted to thy brow. 

Edfw. Disgraced indeed! if spotted with thy blood; 
And therefore I refuse thy proffer 'd gauntlet. 
If 'tis my life you seek^ I shall, this day, 
FW' Palestine embark, and die more gloriously 
Than by a froward old man's petulance. 

West, Insolent boy I I'll force thee do me right. 
I'll instant to our savVeign, and demand 
The law of honour. Ere thou dost embark, 
Thou sure shalt pro?e my daughter what thou said'st. 
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And leave thete wintiy locks drenchM in m3rl>lood— 
Or I will irrite thee liar in thy heart. [Exit. 

Edw, Is this my l;»ridal mom ? 
Oh, ye soft budding joys I yc tender sympatblerl 
Ye offices of love ! ye ^ousand nametess ties ! 

Where are ye fled ? 

The sun of happiness, that blazM hut yesterday. 

And promised through eternity to light me» 

Is extinguished 1 

Then, life, be thou extinguished tob} but not 

Ingloriously.— To Holy Land I*il speed* 

And bear me as a soldier. Oh, Albina ! 

The sword that must be buried in my heart. 

Thy band will strike-^A Sariicen may wound, 

*Tis Raimond kills. [£mr* 

Enter W^stmore;<and, Ua<iing Albii^ a* 

West. Ha, my poor child ! home— <thou must home 
Put off thy bridal vest, resume thy woeds» [again. 
For thou must be a widow still. 

Alb. My Lord ! 

MVi/. Why, why djd'st yi^ld to thy weak father's 
He pleaded for a villain. (suit? 

Alb, For a villain ! 
What mean those dreadful sounds ? Edward a vilkun ? 

H^est, He is. Thou too shalt think him so. 

Alb. Impossible! 
Lord Edward's breast is Honour's sacred temple ! 
In him, 'tis not a scope of moral words, 
Or schoolmen's speeches— 4>ut a living soul 
That starts from baseness, as annihilation. 
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West. Alas ! my cUild» I judge him iiram himself. 
How shall I tell thee 

Alb. What? 

West. Thau art— rejcfted. 
Yes, he rejefts thee. Nay, he bath accuseds- 
Westmoreland lives to hear his child accuse d 

Alb. Support me. Heaven ! of what am I accused ? 
. West. The slwmc will burn thy modest cheek— he 
terms thee— wanton . 

Alb. Mel Edward deem me— Oh!— 

Wtst. Yes, thee I 
Thee, iu whose bosom chastity is thron'd : 
Thou, the bright pattern of each female virtue, 
By Edward art accus'd of vile licentiousness. 

Alb. Oh# horrible ! [Sinking wto her Father's arms. 

West. Support thyself, ray child ! 
On thy base slanderer thou sbalt have justice. 

Alb. Last night, I well remember, when he left me» 
And pass'd beyond the reach of tender sounds, *. 
Straining his eyes, he stopt — then towards Heavea, 
With emphasis of a6(jon, rais'd his hamds, 
Seemiug t* invoke its blessings on Albiiia, 
Had he conceived a doubt*-*— 

Wjest. He has no doubt — 
He dares not doubt the honour of my daughter. 
But the rich prize, which, whilst at distance, placM 
Almost beyond the stretches of his hope, 
SeemM worthy his ambition to attain. 
Now, viewed at hand, palls on his sickly taste* 
Afid h« CQUteouu the blessing he aspif'd to* 
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JUb. Ohl Is^ for tfab I rose with earijr dawn 
To bleu perfidtoos Edward ? Is^t for this 
I gave consenti ere custom n^ight allow. 
To be again a bride ? Base, base ingratitude ! 

West. Take heart, my giril thy father swears thy 
Shall not be wrongM. [innocence 

AHf. Ah ! what avails my ini^ence? 
My lot is wretchedness. Condemned by him 
To whom rd giv^n my heart — and in whose love 
I*d treasured ages of untasted bliss — 
Forsaken! scom'd 1 left like a loathM disease I 
Oh, to some convenes dreary cell 1*11 fly. 
And there for ever hide n^y shame and misery ! 

Jf^esU First shall be sacrific'd a thousand Edwards j 
Thy virtue shall be prov'd j and my Albina 
Live through a race of blissful years, in honour: 
E'en now I hasten to the King, tq claim 
The sacred rights of knighthood. 

Alb, Ha 1 what say you, 
My Lord? 

fVest, Edward I've challenged to the lists j 
There to give testimony, that thy virtue 
Is spotless, is unquestionM as thy beauty. 

Alb. What do I hear? My father yield his breast 
To Edward's sword! Edward! whose skill in arms 
Leaves him unrivaird in the voice of fame! 
Oh, shield me fr m the horror of the thought I 

H^est, Dismiss thy fears. Thy father's a^ haA 
humbled 
Mightier men than he. This breast wears marks— 
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—Honourable marks, gravM by the sword of heroes § 
And shall a boy with contumely use me ? 

Alb, Horror! distradlionl Oh, [^/r^f//»g^] if my soul's 
Be dear to thee, avoid this cruel combat ! [peace 

My mighty wrongs I will with patience bear; 
But, father ! heap not sorrows on my head— — 
Risk not such precious lives 1 Whoever doth vanquish, 
flakes me the wretched vi^im of his prowess ! 

WestJDo^x, Edward's life, beyond thine lK)nour, prize? 

^1/^.Oh I frown not thus ! I'll tear him from my heart j 
I'll shun him, as I would the haimts of vice— r^ 
—But, oh ! make riot thy child a murderer I 
^ parricide I 

IVest, Thy innocence insures 
Thy father's life. In chaste Gunhilda's cause 
A stripling triumph'd o'er a mighty giant, 
"Who seem'd the Atlas of a trembling world 5 
Thus arm'd by thee, I'd dauntless meet a legion. 

Alb. Can'st thou demand a miracle to save thee ? 
As man thou'lt perish-— oh ! or should, indeed, 
A miracle be wrought to prove my truth. 
Then Edward dies ! 

West, Ah ! could'st thou wish thy slanderer— 
Thy fame's assassin, to survive his crime, [land—?. 
I would discl^m thee. Shall the child of Westmoie- 
She, who doth carry in her veins the blood 
Of royal houses-rwhose high ancestors 
Gave honour to the sceptres which they bore— 
— 5hall she, when thus accused, be unrcvcng'd ? 
No more, no more— l?st 1 tl.ink tliy chaste mother 
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Did play the w^ton, and gave me the daughter 
Of tome ignoble hind. 

Ath. Wound me not thus! 
My sainted mother^ from thy blest abode. 
Look with compassion on thy wretched child I 
Sustain me, help me, in this trying hour, 
X^st horror should uproot my tottYing reason. 
And instant plunge me in the depths of madness 1 

West. This keen, tumultuous sorrow misbecomes 
thee 5 
It misbecomes thy rank, thy wrongs, thy virtue : 
Recall thy fortitude ; think what thou art, * 
And prove thee worthy of the space thou fiirst » 

Alb. Oh father! Heaven! where shall I turn for 
succour ? 
A father steels his heart, and Heaven forsakes me. 
All things are wild— *Ti8 surely Nature's wreck I 
-—These fierce contending struggles are too big. 
They'll burst the little mansion that confines *em. 
And I shall feel — shall agonize no more. [£«z/. 

West. Oh Honour! Nature! how shall I decide? 
Obeying one, I may destroy my child. 
And jrielding to the other's powerful claims, 
I give her up to shame. Must I do this ? 
Thy father yield thee to dishonour ? No. 
First ril purge off the venom of black slaoder. 
Restore its wonted lustre to t}iy fame j 
Then, if fhou diest — sink with thee to the grave. 
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SCENE Ih 



An Apartment in GondibertV Palace, Enter Gon- 

^ r DIBERT. 

^Vtm. O day ! with heart appall'd I meet thy beams, 
Thou racking conscience ! wherefore torture thus 
The breast where thou hast lightly reign'd 'till now ? 
A sleepness night I've past — Or, if perchance 
A slumber for a moment clos'd mine eyes^ 
Sad images of woe convey 'd such horrort 
That better 'twere to wake to real misery. 
And whence these new-born torments ?— 
Have I depriv'd the orphan of his bread ? 
Imbrued my hands in murder? Or look'd down, 
With chilly eye, upon a bosom friend. 
Beneath oppression's iron gripe ? Oh, no. 
I've been a child, and ly'd to keep a toy 
Of which another would have robb'd me.— Pho ! 
I'm even less than woman — Not a female 
Who would not laugh at such o'er-strain'd nice feelings. 
For crimes 'mongst lovers put in daily pra6lice. 
Hal my bright genius!- — 

Enter Editha. 
That smile must be the herald of good new^s; 
Misfortune iie'er was couch'd beneath an air so sweet, 
£di. There spoke thy coz'ning sex! Deceit and 
Hang all their witchery upon your tongues 5 [flattery 
Whilst maidens, like poor birds, by keen-ey'd basilisks 
Allured, behold their danger, yet are charm'd 
To their destiiiftion. 
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Com. Talk not of man $ 
But sovereign woman— Tidings of Albina? 

E£. Array'd in bridal pon^s light in her step^ 
Joy beaming ftx>m her eye^ and happiness 
Exulting on her brow, she left the palace ; 
But soon retumM — a truly mournful widow, 

Gott. Be quick. ■ 

EM, Edward^ in perfe^ faith of last nigbt^s guile» 
Resigns his willing bride— returns her back 
To lonely widowhood, or the soft cares 
Of some more happy lover. 

GoH. Oh, be that lover me I 
Straight will I hasten to the charming mourner- 
Help her to curse perfidious, changing man— « 
Damn my whole sex to gratify her spleen— 
And, when her hatred to a frenzy mounts. 
Seize on the instant of tumultuous passion. 
To lure her back again to love ^nd Gondibert. 

£dL Hold, hold, my Lord! such rashness would 
Beware of proud vindiftive Westmoreland I [undo us. 
A single glance, to his suspicious eye. 
Would be a clue to ravel out our secret. 
He hath a faculty to see men's souls, 
As though their lineaments were written chara^ers. 
By which he reads their scarce-existing thought 
Fly from the danger, then, if you are wise. 

Con. Seeic wisdom in the squalid monks^ atxxlt. 
Where lean and sallow, by the mouldering lamp. 
She grows — In me the passions are wound tip 
To Nature's highest pitch— 'impulse, my law j 
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That impulse leads to Raimond. iStUlgnn^. 

. Edi. Still I must 

Restrain you. I will home^ my Lord, to watch 
The motions of our bouse, and give you tidings 
Wh^ ev'ry danger's past. Thou call'st me friend. 
Yet wilt not trust to my solicitudes. 

GoH, Nay then, I yield— farewei, my guardian sjiirit— 
Oh, count the moments by the lover's dial. 
Where hcHirs are ages !-— * 

ES* 'Till he doth backward on the dial count, 
Then ages, shrink to points. [Exit* 

Gon, Now then, for Edward, 
And for art ! art, to hide my doating thoughts. 
And deck *em in the sullen guise of hatred. 
Only%a-few short hours these shares confine him 5 
— ^These shores may never greet his eyes again. 
Mean time, that I10 and his Albina meet not 
T' exchange reproaches, is my only care : 
That point attain'd — and all the rest is rapture. \Goitfg, 

M/tter Zgbekt. 

Eg, IvOome» my Lord, ih' unwilling messenger 
Of heavy tidings. Hoary Earl Westmoreland 
Hath challenged Edward, in the field to prove 
His calumny against his daughter. 

Gon. Confusion! 

Eg. This day they enter on the solemn trial. 
The King himself will judge the dreadful combat ; 
And the whole court, in wond'ring sorrow wrapt, 
Eto 4iQW^ are hastening to attend the issue. 
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Com, iMue! *tis weU — *tts well. Leave me, good 
Oh ! *tU too much — this is too keen a stroke ! [Egbertl 
How shall I steer me iii this fatal tempest ? 
Confess my wiles ^— Horror ! leave me, I say— 
Why 8tand*st thou thus, with such exploring eyes, 
•As if thou^dst read the workings of my brain ? 
- Eg, If right I read, your mind in balance hangs 
*Twixt the opposing principles of good 
And ill. Between these two the Pow*r that made us. 
Bestowed free will to chuse i oh, let me then 
Dired your choice! Let him, whose tongue insjur'd 
The early love of virtue, once more— *— 

Gon. Can*st thou 
Preach calmness to the furious sea i Wilt bid 
The whirlwind) that doth break the towering epircy 
And in its vortex hurls the forest oak8» 
Restrain its rage i When they obey thee. 
Then Gondibert shall be again a child. 
And take instructions from the virtuous Egbert. 

£g. Oh, tliat these hours had not so sudden passed I 
I can recall, when this despis'd old man 
Was dear to you — when, banging on my neck. 
You'd listen to— — 

Go;i. No more I I do still love thee, 
Still reverence thy virtues— But oh, Egbertl 
I see them as the humid arch of Heaven, 
That distant, in bright order glows, and beautifies 
The scene— -yet doth impart to n^an no influence. 
Nor yields him more than empty splendour. 

£g* Thus do men t^k, who'd rather shine in words, . 
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Than seek for truth. But, dh^ my Lord ! Hiris once 
Let me resume my wonted places This hour— 

Gon, Hie to thy chamber, Egbert, and make prayers* 
Such holy men as thou art have no call 
In these rude times. The world is headstrong grown# 
And needs a firmer curb than thine to guide it^ 

Eg. Since only one way I can gain your car. 
Know, thou rash Lord ! I*m priv}' to the plot— «• 
Th' inhuman plot by female cunning fram'd, 
In which you have most wickedly concurred. 

Gon. Ha! how— ^when? 

Eg. I was a hidden witness of the scene 
That pass'd, last night, within Albina's garden.— 
How I came there, will make another tale. [variety 

Con. That thou Wert there^ thou prying, listening 
Is thy dcstruftion— ** [Half-drawingi 

Yet hold— fly me, whilst t command my rage — 
Fly from thy wrong'd masteri into whose secrets 
Thou hast, indecent ! forced thyself. 

Eg. I fear not 
Your anger. Lord ! nay, I will gladly djc# 
If, dying, on your mind I can impress 
Just horror for the 

Gon. Pedagogue I cease prating j 
And know a duty thou hast yet to Ifcam— » 
To treat the slidings of thy betters with respeft j 
Nor dare to comment on the will of those. 
Who, seen by thee from such a tow'ring distance^ 
Should make thee jealous of thy own discerning. 
And keep thy rude, presumptuous judgment down. 
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Go» be gone i ■ ■ ■ [Pushing Mm of* 

—What cunt» untoward chance, made him a witness i 

No matter^^ceener sorrows now surround me. 

Oh, Westmoreland ! why nMst I tear the piUow, 

Thus cruel, from thy time-blanchM head ? Why drag 

From age^s soft repose, to give thy bosom [thee 

To the inhuman spear ? No, perish Hrst. 

1*11 go, and to the King relate the crimes 

To which a furious passion drove a wretch. 

Who saw the only treasure of his soul 

Tom from his grasp— to bless the man he hates. 

What ! and thus mark — thus stamp myself a villain. 
To aid the ti*an8port8 of triumphant Edward ? 
Oh ! *twere a suicide that Honour claims not. 
That Nature would abhor. What then f 
Oh ! guide > me, Heaven ! or, instru^ me. Hell! 
I can^t recede $ and, to go on, is horror. 
In what a sea of crimes hath one. short day 
Immers'd me ! Vice, oh, thou fierce whixiing eddy4 
Touch but the outmost drcle of thy ring, . 
Thy strong, resistiess^urrent dragi us in j 
Torn from the shore, despairing we look back, 
And, hurried on, are whelmVl, ingulph'd, and — lost-. 
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ACTV. 8CEHBL 

TA* Lists. On one side are ranged the King and Court j 
on the otberf a Multitude, *with Oficers, Westmore- 
land and Edward appear, in Arniour, attended by 
^Squiresp each under a Banner, on tvbicb are embla" 
xoned their Arms, <vtntb Denjices; tbeir Lances and 
Helmets borne, A Herald advances. 

Herald. 

GvTHBERT, £apl of Westmoreland ! 
And noble Edward of Somerset ! 
The King commands that ye do now advance. 
And, in the presence, openly declare 
The cause for which a combat ye have ask'd — 
Risking, in private feuds, the precious blood 
Which for your country only should be spilt. 
IFest, My liege ! I answer the demand. Lord Ed- 
ward 
Did yesterday, with humble suit, entreat 
That in liis favour I would move my daughter. 
Feigning true passion, and unequalled love. 
With warm regard I did accept the charge. 
And, not without some ditHcuky, won her. 
This morn was fix'd, by hymeneal rites. 
To sanftify the passion they avowed. 
This very morn, wlubtl, with joy impatient, 
eij 
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PreparM to \\ijX him son- 
He came, with slander charg*d— birthing base false- 
hoods. 
To stain her name, and gloss the violation 
Of his pledged foith — therefore I challenge Edward I 
King. This charge, by Westmoreland's good Earl 
alledg*d. 
We have, with wonder and concern, attended, 
*Mongst the bright ladies who adorn our court. 
Not one so peerless stands as Countess Raimond j 
Not one whose fame more fitly suits her birth \ 
Nor one whose honour more becomes her fame. 
Why then. Lord Edward, hast thou, causeless, 

stain'd it ? 
Why thrown away a gem, that throned monarchs 
Might have beheld thee wear with envy? 
£</w. Be witness for me. Heaven I jrou, my dread 
Sovereign ! 
And ye, assembled people— vbear me witness I 
That Raimond's chastity I held unquestioned. 
As the high myst'ries of our holy faith. 
I lovM her with most honourable love. 
And to have worn with her the marriage-chain» 
More glorious deem*d it, thai^ in^perial prowns. 
I, who would, yesterday, agaii|St a legion 
Her honour hnve maintained, must now>--oh horrible I 
Here, in the blushing face of day, stand forth 
The forcM accuser of undone Albinat 
^ing. Some wrong interpretatipn seem9 to lurk, 
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And to have causM this onischkvotlt dispute. 
We do advise ye, Lords, to tak^ more time« 
If, in short space, the knot doth noit unfoldf 
We do consent that ye again shall meet. 
And prove, at point of sword, whose is the error. 

IVest, This sword, my liege I hath taught the east- 
em world 
Submission to your laws. Its feithful point 
Hath prob'd the hearts of infidels and rebels- 
May its good service to confusion turn. 
And may this arm cl'mg nerveless to my side, 
If I depart the lists, ere I have prov'd it 
On the defamer of my spotless child ! 

King. In this nice point, we only with advice 
Would interpose, not fetter with commands. 
If this be your matured resolve, pursue it ; 
Though deeply we lament, that two such heroes 
Sliould 'gainst each other's bo^m turn the lance« — 
— Sound to the oombot ! 

Trumpet sounds. Herald ad*vaftces. 
Her. Ye knights ! who gave and have accepted chaU 
lenge, 
Lor4s Westmoreland and Edward, your career 
Begin ! not doubtii^ but his arm wiU vanquish 
Who lifts it on the side of sacred truth. 
God speed tlie right 1 
^^//. Now, Edward 1 the grey locks that thoud)d*st 
taunt 

Giij 
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(hall prove a wreadi vi^^orioiis. 

[Smote Bt J bis iameey and goes eagerly lowards bis borse, 
Edw. Since thy fierce spirit will with blood alone 
Be satisfied, O Westmoreland 1 I follow thee. 

[Seizes bis lance^ 
Bat, righteous Heaven I dire6^ my erring arm, 
That, whilst it guards the life thou bid'st me keep. 
It may not injure his, who thirsts for mine ! 

£;i/^ Egbert, rusbing from tbe crowd. 
Eg. Hold — (A, hokll stay, my Lords I ere ye comr 
mit 
A deed, that leads to horror and repentan<:e. 
I have a tale that will unfold— 

GONDiBERT sfri^gitfg forward^ 

Com. Villain I 
Thou ly*8t ! it choaks thee in the utterance. 

King, Whence this irreverence? Disarm Lord Gon* 
dibert! 
And know, bold man, that in the eye of Kings 
All hold an equal place. I bear a sceptre 
Which is my people's staff, and shall support ^ 
Alike the peasant and his Xx)rd. Speak, old man ; 
Whatever tliy tale, thou shalt have patient hearing. 

£g. Most gracious liege I to save the precious blood 
Of tiiesemuch injured Lords, with deepest sorrow 
I witness bear, that in a snare they've fall'n. 
Most wi..kcdly devis'd fof their dc^trufUoii* 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



43 K, ALBINA* 79 

King. Whom dost accuse of this atrocious crime ? 
J^. There are, my Liege, who have with gfbuiidless 
jealousy 
Poisoned Lord Edward's mind, and workM on him 
To yield to infamy his spotless bride. 
Eihv, Blest o)(i man 1 prove me— oh ! that monster 

prove me I 
King, Thou say'st there are, but nam'st not those in 

feult. 
Eg, Hard task! — in truth,- l:he chief in fault is — - 
Gon, Dastard! 
Speak out ; nor dare insult me with thy mercy. 
'Twas I — I am the chief in fault — if fault 
Jtbe.— I pra6lis'd on afooVs credulity, 
Shewed him an angel in the garb of hell. 
And he believ'd the cheat'iy. 

Ed^w, Oh ! thy words 
Are barbed arrows. I am sick at heart. 

Gon, 'Twas me thou sawest in Albina's chamber. 
The tales, to which thou Iht'nedst of her falsehood. 
Were all imposture—, and this I did, because 
I love her. 

Ed'-w, hovthtrX 

Gon, Aye ! and wherefore— 

Say wherefore, but the casual name of brother. 
Should I not boast— -not glory in my love? 
But for that* cause, thou, Edward, had'st notdar^d 
To think upon her. 
IVest* Impious — impious passion t • 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



1U ALBiaiKt fiBf» 

Com. EvcAiiow 

1 will nMintain it. Instant will I arm, [Td Edward. 
And meet tliec in the lists — and, since the laws 
OrcUin my love a crime, there thou may 'at rip it 
From my heart. \Goiag* 

Khig. Stay, I do conmiand tbee, stay ! 
Thou hast no longer title to the rights 
Allowed to those, who, in the path of honour. 
Have, persevering, shap'd their brilliant course : 
Thy aimes beneath our yeoman ly degrade thee j 
And we decree, that whosoe'er accepts 
From thee a challenge, be unworthy held 
To try his lance with honourable knights. 

Gon, My liege ! [RestntfuUj. 

Kmg, Nay, deem not this an injury. 
Nor this thy punishment :— 
When men, of such exalted rank as thine. 
Submit to crimes, to treachery, and baseness. 
Justice, unshaken, on your heads shoud pour 
The vial of her wrath 5 that ye may stand 
As dreadful beacons to the world beneath.— 
—Hear then thy doom ! — We banish thee oujr realm. 
If in twelve hours thou shalt be found within 
The precin6ls of our court, or in three days 
Within our kingdom — ^be it at thy peril 1 
Nor frame an answer — ^but be gone. 

{Exit Gondibert, EgjDtrtfdkwiMg. 
•—Stay, old man ! 
Thou, to who^e love of sacr^ truth we owe 
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This happy change, by us shalt be retained } 
Thy King will answer for thy fortunes. 

Eg. Oh, gracious liege ! Unworthy I should be 
To tread the earth, could I accept of blessings 
From such a source as my lovM Lord*s destruftion : 
It is a horrid duty I've fulfilled ! 
To some forsworn abode 1 11 now retire. 
Wasting the cheerless remnant of my days 
In sorrow for his fault $ and weary Heavej^ 
With prayers for his repentance. 

Wtst. Thy retirement 
Is my care. Go, good Egbert, to my palace. 
And wait my coming. \Exit Egbert* 

Ed'w. Injured Westmoreland I 
How — how shall I approach thee ? Shame, despair^ 
Do rend my breast} nor dare I lift my eyes 
To thine, lest I should read my sentence there. 

King, Come, my good Lord! let me for Edward 
plead— 
For him, whose virtues, glory, and descent, 
Pemand an advocate not less than royal. 
Surjely, if fair Albipa now beheld hjm, 
With eyes in deep contrition bent on earth. 
Pity would rob her anger of its sting- 
She too would plead ; and, in the voice of love, 
Extort a pardon for her country's hero. [mov'd 

West, Though high in spirit, proud, and quickly 
With aught that glances on my precious honour—* 
Vet, gracious Sovereign 1 I can pardon too^ 
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These public prtxifs of my Albsaa^s wtue. 

Restore my bosom to its wonted calm. 

And thee, Lord Edward, to thy wonted place. 

»•- Again I thus embrace thee as my son. [Sb$al, 

Ednv. O great, transporting, unexampled goodness I 

King. This then is still the wedding-day— the Jites 
Be instantly performed. That no regret 
May poison such an hour, we do recall 
The order of your service in the cast, 
*Till we ourselves shall in the orient sea 
Leave our proud oars ; and with Britaimia^s sword. 
Blazing destruction, like tlie gaardian Seraph^s, 
Drive from blest Zion's walls the humbled infidel. 

Ednv, My Prince, my guardian, and my royal master! 
With rapture I accept the leave you grant. 
And give my helmet to the God of Love. 

[Westmoreland and Edward kneel at tbi font of the 
throne, artd the scene closes, 

SCENE IIL 



An Apartment in Gondib^rt^j Palace. Enter GOK- 
DiBEKTf followed by Edith A. 

Edi^ 'Tis thus that men, when sinking, from the 
Which their own folly bred, accuse the heavens, [ruin 
And execrate their stars. Curse not thy fate, 
Nor Egbert J 'tis thyself on whom thou should^st 
Revenge thine injuries. 
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Gon. Editba, spare me f 
My mind, w th wild contending passions torn. 
Now, like a hart by worrying dogs forsook^ 
Sinks into apathy. 

£di. Hear then a tale. 
Will rouse thee from thy lethargy — this night 
Alblna will be £dward*$ wife, 

Gon. This night? 

Edi, This hour! 

Gon, It is enough. — My wrongs awake 
In all their strength, and cry aloud for vengeance. 
There is an insult in this over-haste, 
That finishes the whole. \^Pattang,'] Editha, leave me. 
On dreadful things I now would ruminate ! 

Edi, On what ? Impart to me thy thoughts — instrwSt 
i me* 

Con* No. Leave me. 

ES. Ha ! I see his mind is full 
Oi some important deed. His lowering brow. 
And that fix'd eye, bespeak some latent mischief. 
Mischiefs, awake ! to ye alone my soul 
Bears uni^n. 1*11 urge him to the quick. 
—Conceive the transports of vi^orious Edward! 
Concave hi» triumph— triumph over thee ! 
That, e'en in Raimoiid's arms, points.evcry bliss—* 
Makee rapture sweete r 

Gon. Fiend! hast thou no mercy? 
Post riot in my woes ? Are these the gifts 
Of friendship? 

Edi, No^the gifts o wild despair. 
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Oh, wert thou such a dotard to believ*^ 

That pity — pity to thy woes, e'er prompted m€ 

To steep my soul la crimes ? 

Cm. What is't I hear? 

Edi. That I aspired to greatness, and perceivM 
No road to reach my hopes but through Lord Edward 9 
That to behold another in his arms» 
Is madness ^ and that thee I made my tool 
To interrupt their hated loves* 

Gon, Perdition I 
Fly me, thou monster ! lest thy womanhood 
1 should forget, and scatter thee in atoms 
To the tempestuous winds !— - 

lExit Editha, nvitb an air of mena^e4 
[Musing,"] Be firm, my soul ! nor let unworthy weak- 
Destroy the vengeful purpose thou hast fram'd . [nes» 
BanishM — ^robb'd of my country, and nty name j 
Yet they have left a mmd defies iheir vengeance—^ 
Which, though these limbs were locked in bolu of tteeb 
And darkness wrapt these precious founts of lights 
Would rise superior to their bounded power« 
And scorn alike their fetters and their laws. 
He for whom I'm exil'd, for exiPd Gondibert 
Shall weep with his part's blood ; and ev'ry vcia 
Poiur tribute to my mighty sorrows. Edward ! 
This night, in which thy pulse beats high to transport^ 
Thy senses giddy with approaching bliss— 
This night beholds thee in death^s icy bands ^ 
Thy shroud shall fold thee, not Albina^s arms I [Exit* 
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SCENE W. 



Changes to Albina's Garden. 

Enter AHela; 

Ad. Alas ! my mistress ! vainly have I sought her 
Through ev'ry gloomy, solitary walk, 
To give the tidings that will kill her peace.—* 
Ah ! she is here. How mournful is her air I 

Enter £i>iTHA. 
Thct^remoniars past— ^unhappy Lady t 
lx>rd Edward and the Countess now are one. 

E(&, *TiswellI t hear thee, Adela, unmov'dl 
Can one grow callous frortl repeated woes } 
Shall the scourged Wretch not feel the added stripe ? 

Ad, With decern pride, and with afFefted angeo 
The Countess long her lover's prayers withstood. 
At length, the King— to save her from the shame 
Of yielding to her heart's most eager wish — 
Commanded she should take Lord Edward*s hand# 
And he himself would join them at the altar. 

Edi. Daemons preside o*er the detested nuptials | 

Ad, I was preparing to attend you here, 
When the Lord Edward met me. " Go I" said he, 
« Seek out your mistress. Much oppressed she seems^ 
And overcome with care. Bear her these lines— • 
Her anguish they'll relieve.'* 

Edi. Tome,— a letter I 

H 
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\KeadsJ\ «• The injuries the Countess hath recdved 
" cannot be pardoned ; yet 1^1 not expose you. 
<< Leave Albina*s castle, yet leave it as your vo- 
'< luntary a6t. The ills his family hath brought 
** on you, Edward will not increase, but study to 
" relieve. A stipend, suited to your rank, shall 
<< be assigned you ; but you must live at distance 
*• from Albina/* 
•—Insolent ! [fiinging a^way the Utter, 

Shall Edward, then, prescribe my breatliing .place ? 
Shall he point out the spot where I must eat 
The morsel he assigns me ? Sibald 1 Sibakl 1 
Will it not rack thee, even in thy tomb. 
That thy Editha must depend for bread 
On his curs'd son, who brought thee to the block? 
ylJ* Be not thus mov'dj but rather, Madam^ think-^ 
£cli. I think on nothing but my wrongs. 
/id. The Countess 
Commanded n^e to seek her friend, and chide 
An absence — so unkin4 1 

£i/. Must I return, 
'To witness her ei^travagance of bliss j 
With giatulationsmeet whom I*d destroy ? 
Yes } such the joys. Dependence !. thou bestow*st j 
Such the distinctions that adorn thy slaves I ^Eo^iuHf^ 

Eater GONDIBERT. 
Gon. Receive, ye bowers, ye saaed solitudes ! 
A mui d'rer to your shades. Rise, rise, ye horrors I 
A murderer is here^yet Natme shrinks not 1 
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In such ^ hour no star should shed its rays> 

Nor planet glisten in the lowVing sky. 

Pale speAres now should dart athwart the gloom. 

Whose hideous shrieks, tearing th' affrighted ear. 

Would heighten horror into madness.— 

But, hark 1 how melting sounds of music float 

On th' air, and hang upon night's drowsy bosom I— 

To the chamber— to teach a wanton bridegroom 

That death's ill-manner'd, or too proud to wait 

'Till he hath surfeited on bliss. — Yet, hold I 

Yet let me pause upon this deed of horror ! 

Murder ! Is murder then so light a thing ? 

Can I become a bloody, cool assassin ? 

Religion I Nature I Oh, thou common mother I 

Thus on thy flinty bosom do I fling 

[Tbrvwing himself on the earth, 
A pond'rous weight of woe. Take me — oh, hide me l 
Hide from the radiant eyes of night a wretch, 
Whose persevering crimes should they behold. 
Would blot with horror their celestial brbs I 
Ha '.—'tis too late 1— repentance comes too late ! 

[Starting «/• 
See, sec, my hands already dy'd in blood ! 
He falls, he gasps — in agonies he writhes I— 
That groan t — death's in that groan 1 — Oh, ithas pierc'd 
My brain !— my brain's on fire I — the tempest rages !— 
Come on, ye furies ! I can match ye here— 
Here are such tortures as ye never gave.— 

[Much agitated, and starting, nvitb a dlstra3ed air. 
Hij 
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— O bUsdng dgbt I— ^tis Rainioiid*-^*ds Atbiiim I 
Grasped by a bkxxning yoDth-^anotber lover ! 
Sbe pullt hiiB to her heart-*^ay> theh for this— » 
Vainly thoa flicst— ^t*]I stab tbee in bis arms. 
Ha! *twasanempty shade— a shade F-^7>avistoA. 
Though Edward bleeds, win not a thousand riVals 
Spring, like die' hydra, from his grave, aiid one 
At length be Uest f O glorious fought I'm die^ 
rU die— ;«iid bear Albina witii me to the grave 1 

SPEME r. 



Changs i9 Albina^s Jnti-cbamber. 

Enter Albista, lukb Attendants. 

Ina. Permit us. Madam, to perform our daty* 
Unusual weight hath sudden seizM my spirits^ 
And something here forbids me to obey you. 

Alb, Such pensiveness oft follows, wh«i themindi 
Surcharged with joy, hath yielded all her pow'rs 
To the insidious guest. But leave me, Ina; 
My nightly duty is hot yet perfbrm'd. 
Mean time Editha sei^d \ some secret grief 
Preys on Ler mind, and fain I would relieve 
Her bosomed anguish. 

[Exeunt Attendants^ teannng fwQ catulks cm a disiasA 
table. 
Now, whilst giddy mirth 
Shajies the high dome, and festive merriment 
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Expands the heart— let me awhile rctife, 

Arid offer up my grateful thoughts to Him, 

Who hath through snares and wondrous perils led me— 

—■Led me, secure, to happiness and love. 

{Exity taking one of the candles. 

After a pause i enter Gondibert. 
Gon, Mad Riot spreads her banners o'er the house. 
Whilst, unperceiv'd, Death to the bridal rbbm 
Hatlrwork'd his way.— His way — alas ! for whom ? 
Wilt thou not shrink ? [Looking on bis dagger. 

Wilt thou not turn and sting me. 
Rather than touch her living alabaster ? 
— The bed 1 — the marriage-bed ! — Arise, ye furies ! 
Light your infernal fires within my breast t 
Drain from my veins each drop of human blood. 
Lest it return, unbidden, to my heart. 
And check ray arm i' th' a6l of holy vengeance ! 
O jealousy! more fell than the mad tigress. 
When, bounding o'er the Ethiopian plain. 
She roars in anguish for her ravish'd young — [not-— 
To what would'st thou transport me ? — Ask not, think 
This moment gives Albina's wondrous beauties. 
Her heav'n of charms, to Edward — or to death ! 
To death — to death-^'tis fixt. Here will I seek her. 

lExit. 
Enter EmruAk 

Edi. Was not the triumph of Albina finlsU'd 
'Till lost Editha witnesses the scene ? 

Hlij • ^ 
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Still with offiooat Koodnest doA die hmmt me— 
Me» who ne^cr aought, but bate compassion. Pity 1 
Why do men call thee gei^tle ? Tbou^rt an asp 
Within a rote— thy breath is perfume, and thy wordf 
Sweet blossom*, that contain a yenom'd sling-; 
Kindlier is hatred in her honest garb. 
Than stinging Pity in her meek-ey*d made 
' How gay, how fall of bUss, is all around me 1 
Put, oh 1 within is an abyss of wretchednessj 
Which the bright beams of joy can never reachrr? 
And this, O Raimond 1 do I owe to thee 1 
Ha ! had my wishes but the force of spells. 
That bridal couch ihoujd be a bed of thorns— ? 
Thy dreaoM be cbth'd with images of horror-- 
-— A^th images so strong, they'd seize thy bfain, 
Prag reason from her throne, and bind her slate 
To furiouf phantasies — ^then would'st tbou wake 
Unconscious of thy bliss, and execrate. 
Like me, the happinest thQUcould'it not taste.— 
She comes ! to meet my curses in the teeth— 
|[ia!— no^*tis£dward, \Gw»g* 

EHter Edwarp. 

E(hi:. Thou wilt not fly me ? 
Turn, my heart's treasure I— to thy husband turn ! 

Edi. Torture I I am not the! ^Addi. 

Edw. What says my cbannerl 
Why dost thou cruelly avert the eyes 
Whose glance is transport to thy Edward's heart I 
Come^ my Albina J come } too long thou'st kept me 
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From tbe blest circk pf thy ^nns. 
Gm. iKushingirul Stay longer I 
[Plunges bis dagger into Editha, ivbg screams and sitiis, 
$tay my leave J 'Tis Gondibert wtu) wills thy fate. 
Pe whomthou*st scorn'd — ^inlpve and ^ory vanqu;sh'd. 
Confess him, now, thy conqu'rorJ See at his feet 
Thy vaunted bliss I But where's the tow'ring joy 
That, yesterday, did mad4en in thy veins. 
And bore thy haughty soul beyond humanity ? 

[Edward stands in an attitude of horror attd amaze' 
ment ; then draining bis dagger ^ rushes on Goodi* 
bert. 
Ed^, This for Albina ! 
Gon» Fool I the stroke of death 
Is mine. 

[Arrests Edward's arm, <wbose breast is expose4 10 
bis dagger. 
This for Albina— this ! 
[Stabs himself and falls,'] Now, Edward, 
She is my bride ! 

Edtv. Villain I devil I I cannot stay to curse thee. 
Albina! my sweet bride! my murder'd wife ! 
The tomb must now be our cold nuptial bed. 

[Kneeling ty the body^ 
A moment stay — I follow thee — I come 1 

i^/ Edward lifis bis arm to stab himself Albina enters 
on tbe opposite side. 
Alb. What mean these dreadful spUnds? Oh, tight 
of horror ! 
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*11s death !— « tea of blood1-*0 £dward ! come. 
And catch me ere I fall. 
Edw. She lives 1 she lives ! 

[Tbrowing away the dagger ^ clasps ber in bis arms* 
Com. [Feebfy.'i Albina living! Whom then have I 
slain? 
Ob, Heaven ! thy hand was here. 

fTest. [frttbout."] This vray, this way 
Lead to my daughter's chamber — there's the noise. 

Enttr Westmoreland, preceded by Ugbts^ followed by 
Guests. 

Oh, dismal sight!— 

Gon, A moment still is spared me to unfold. 
The madness of despairing love impeli'd me 
To kill Albina — ^but in her stead — oh ! — 
—My life doth flow too fast !— pity, forgive me ! 
My guilty passion, even, now expires— 
It rushes from my heart, in crimson streams. 
And mingles with the dust. My crimes alone 
Remain — they'll not forsake— they'll never quit me. 
And now I'm summon'd — where [Dies. 

j4lb. May mercy meet thee ! 
My brother ! I forgive, and mourn thy errors. 
As I adore His hand, who hath preserved me. 

Ed^. Accept, high Heav'n ' my penetrated heart. 
This day, in each revolving year, I'll celebrate. 
The debtor shall behold his bonds fall off, 
The poor rejoice, the orphan's tears be dried — 
—Nor wghs, nor tones of woe, profane the day— 
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The hallowM day! on which thou sav'd'st Albina. 
H^est, ^Speaking to the Guests.'] Oh, mark th' efFe^s 
of passions unrestrain'd I 
Within the bosom of this noble youth 
Bright virtues sprung, as in their native bed i 
^Tillvice — ^alluring in the shape oflove-^ 
Crept silent to his heart — ^there spread her poisons^ 
There her black empire fix'd ; then dragg'd her slave, 
Through infamy, to death. [Bxeunt omnet. 
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